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ONE THOUSAND SEVEN HUNDRED 
AND NINETY-SIX ; 

A SATIRE: 

IN FOUR DIALOGUES. 
3WALOGUE THE FIRST AND SECOND. 



BY 



PETER PINDAR, Esq. 



Singula it nobis anni prdsdantur euntes 
Eripuere jocosy veneremj convivia^ ludum^ 
"Tendunt extorquere poemata-^uidjitciam vis 1 

Horace^ Ars Poet. 

Pjtt claps his paws on someihing ev'ry daj j 
A hiss at Royalty — a poor old Play ; 
Meetings near Mother Redcap^s (harmless things !) 
Jokes on Cvurt mummery ^ smiles at Queens and Kings ? 
£re long, he leaps on P£TEr''s dove- like strains; 
' Ax^ should the Muse be ravish* d^ what remains ? 
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ONE THOUSAND SEVEN HUNDRED 

AND NINETY-SIX. 



A SATIRE, 



DIALOGUE t. 



A 



fITCJI, 

H^Toml from Ahux Matsu? 

TOIf# 



Just importedf 
FoRtUNC a Jade, and cver*y Guinea sported, 

?ETEB. 

What ! np rich father then ha^ slipp'd his wind. 

And left a hogshead of Bank-notes behind ? 

No good AuMip Grizzle, kind enough to die, 5 

Left a long purse to soothe the moumfal sigh. 

And purchase Pleasure's pretty recreations! 

TOM* 

I meet with so such kindness from Relatiotu I 

P-x on't, it now appears their cruel plan 

To live as long and happy as they can ; 10 

To make their sons in slavery watch andprtfy. 

Till Time and disappointment turn them gray ! 

B 5 «TB 



4 ONE THOUSAND SEVEN HUNDREO 

PETER. 

True, Tom — when lively lads arrive at age 
Dull fathers should be hbstled off the stage, 
And mothers (hiss'd to heaven to find employ) 1 5 

Yield up their jointures to oblige theit Boy. 
Sons with less ceremoni/ us'd to treat 'em- 
Tied them to trees, for wolves to come and cat *cm: 
Arc Parents old^ with any thing to give ? 
Tis really sin and impudefice to live ; 29 

Gold should change hands — not sleep amid the chest— • 
Ye Gods, for Guineas what inglorious/est ! 
Gold on Newmarket's panting steed should fly. 
And briskly circle with the rattling die* 

TOM. 

Friendship ! where art? in books and on the tongue; 
Who mak'st, like Love, a very. pretty song : 
ToQ much a stranger to the hearty I wreen ! 
«Like Angels, praised ^ admir^dyhut seldom seen f 
Besides myseff^ no Comforter have 1/ 
No hopes from Parents, and no Friend to die* ' S9 
Sweet Friendship cv'n for animals I love— 
A dog, a cat, a monkey, parrot, dove; 
With Alexander's spirit charm'd, of course, 
Who^built a town in honour of his korte* 

peter. 

Now for the meanin g of thy wild-goose chace : 3 5 

What prpject, Tom ? a pension, or a place ? 

TOM. 

Full of my mighty selfy from College down 
I rush, to blfLie a Comrt on the town ! 
To tear from Slavery's neck the galling chain, 
And raise a Nabob-Fortune by my irain; 40 

On skins of hungry wolves, the Courtiers, thrive, 
A NiMROs ! leaving not a Beast alive! 
\ -» 
V\ 34. Wh» huUt « /oion.] The city of Bucephalus. 

Tremble' 



ANH HIN£TT-9IX. 5 

Tremble thoa RiCHMOMDy Uawksb'iit, and thoa 

Pitt 
Too tremble, at the fauichioa of my wit. 
Tremble, thou, Foetland, Malmsb'r.Ys RosEf 

DUNDA^! 

Stripp'd be the Lion's hide, that^holds ^nAss. 46 

Roll my deep thunder round that Reeves's head. 
Dark form! that stalking strikes a world with dread : 
All eye, bA\ ear, at Midnight's guardless hour. 
To seize a subject for the jail or Tower. 50 

Fierce with the lightning's blasting fire, my Pen, 
Strike thou th' aspiring heads of impious men. 
Drag thou, my Arm, bjack Guilt to open Day ! 
Such are my projects !— how d'ye like them* pray ? 

PETER. 

Nobly resolv'd ! a pious resolution, 5fr 

Would Fortune kindly crown the execution^ 

But Pitt despis'd the execrating noise 

Of men aod womcn--»Uoot.ing girls and boys ! 

Smil'd at the rude salutes of stones and mire 

That discw)ipm^d his curls and gay attire ; 60> 

And fated, had he fali'n* his gang to cross, . 

Pitt knew a simple life no public loss ; 

Knew, that a Name but mock'd a vengefulstonc, 

Whose ghost-like popularity w9&gont ; 

And knew, his flow'rs of speech and breadth of soul 65 

'rfie State might find in many a dirty hole. 

Safe *mid the windings of his brazen tow'r, 

'I'oo well a Minister discerns his powVj 

With high contempt he bids their fury flow, 

And mocks the pop-guns of the World bdow ! 70 

So deep in fat Corruption's soil his roots, 

The pubHc blast but lops some wanton shoots ; * 

Th« bullying Trunks whose members brave iht skies,. 

Firm in its hell-clad strength, the storn^ defies.. 

... . ^ • . 

TOM* 

rii pout a bxQ^dside m\» Cowrts,-^ 

B5» tirxiU' 



B' ^ ONE THOUSAND SEVEN HIHIPE^0 

PETER. 

Forhcar. 75^ 

Court-folly charms, of all, the eye and ear : 
Sink it, and Satire mourns his useless dart; 
Whi)e Ridicule, a bankrupt, breaks his heart. 

TOM, 

I'll spread my sentiments of Kings and Queens ; 

TrutA guides my pen, and Truth the Poet screens* 80 

peter. 

Oh ! what an inexperienc'd thing is youth ! 

How venr little knowest thou of Truth ! 

Truth for a very dangerous Dame believe ! 

Too often, Tom, the tairest forms deceive : 

Mid Win t er^s shiv'ring scene the simple hare 6 5 

Finds in the purest snow a fatal snare : 

Forth as she scuds, to feed at early day. 

The treach'rous softness tells her winding way : 

Where'er it feels her feet, the fair Betrayer 

Inibrms the treach'rous Poacher where to slay her. 90 

The Muse that tells plain tmth-, with edge-tools sports : 

Go, deal in fiction^ Man, and Matter Courts. 

TOM.. 

t 

Nor shall the pompous Lawn my lash escape. 

That swelling lords it over simple Crape: 

Wh a i!. es of the church , before my vengeance idy— 95 

Devouring mangling the poor helpless Fry: 

Priests I how unlike your healing, humble Master ! 

He, Gilead's Bahn ; but you — a blister 'plaster! 

Out with State-cancers ! Caustic, come, and Knife—' 

111 g^ FjLUi'splaudit, though I lose my Hfe,. lOO 

PETER. 

Sweet is her song— divine, like Banti's breath ; 
Yet4cai'9 the ballad^ Tomj whose note is deatA / 

TOM.. 



^VD MINETT-SIX.. 



TOM. 



Perchance I venture on the Hopcforkni ! 

Yet, Hb wko HoNouE courts, must Danger scorn f 

PETER. 

Thus, wlien a breach is made in some fidr Town, ^ lOS 

The VoLUNT EERs, agog to gaun renown. 

Beg har4 to enter first, to fail with gk>iyy 

And give Posterity a beauteous iUty; 

While wuer some^ averse to making mmildf 

Would rather teil the tale, than have it to/d. 1 10 

TQM. 

m pnerce of Wimbledon the midnight scene. 
Where Taxes spring and Riot's orgies reign ; 
Expose the two Dictators to the Isle— - 

PETER. 

The world has markM them, and the Couple smiie* 

TOM. 

What ! is there not a blush ?-— a little glow, 115 

To stain their marble countenances ? 

PETER. 

No! 

The Mi N 1ST ER who bears a blushing face, • 

Poor Molly 1 is not fitted for his place. 

With dog-like impudence, and dog-like stare^ 

To wonder, all the while he lays the siiare^ 120 

** TAat Crentlemeji suspect a kartnless plan i*^ 

Such is HSit Minister t and such the Man^ 

To dupe the State, and carry all before him !•— 

TOM. 

So, then, my Bull of Satire caimot gore lum? 

PETER. 

At ev'ry push the Man would «^ly hugh^ 125 

Ax^ prove thy heU&mng BuU, a toAining Coif* 

"Rose, 



ft ^ ON£ THQUSAlfD SCVBN HUMBR£1> 

RosE> spite of ridicule, enjoys bis place,. 

And grins at such as damn the want of grace,; 

While WvNDHAM^ unabash'd, his heart unlockf^^ 

And calmly meets the front of injured Fox. 130- 

One monosyllable, whose name is Aye, 

Wf ighs more than all a hundred Bards can say ; 

One daring Member of a rotten borough 

Is found of late, to poor Old ENOLANp's^QirroWft. 

Full strong to give fair Freepo»* her death wouud, U^ 

And hurl her heaT'^'*clad colunAU t» \h^ ground. 

Memt may walk to grass, or munch the thisde : 

For Pitt, the Virtues all may e'en go whistle. 

Worth, like the worm beneath the cold hard stone, 

Crawls forth , and courts th^ sunshine of a Throne ; 1 iQ 

But, lo, its rays on diff*rent i?*js»///e« fell, 

That wriggling^^dinging, lick the fqot of Baal, 

TOM. 

PoRTi ANp sh?dl feel my scourge--p^ 

peter* " 

Why so, poor Man ? 
Mis Grace is much the best of all the Clan. 
Though dup^dXo join with Knave&his luckless doom, 1 45 
*Mid Rooksy a pigeon with unsullied plume; 
His colleagues, when compar'dto Him! — a day 
Of wolf-like WiNT-ER, and the lamb-like May ; 
The lane's course pebble, and Golconda's stone ;^ 
The Medicean Venus, and a Joan. 150 

ife and their hearts are opposition-things; 
Piff'rent asdove-fhke Saints^ and Vulture-Kings ; 
Cynthia, the wofld*s delight, and Lady Mary; 
Fam'd Belisarius, and old Qampylixe Carey. 

TOM. 

Die then the Emhessy that shame« theLANB. . 155 

P£*TSR. 

Lor4! Tom, th^ Ffehchhave kill'd it to thy hand ; 
Then reign thy £ury^«^pare tby idl^ breaMik--r 

TOM, 



AND NINETT<*SIt« 9 

TOM. 

I'll ^biicate the poetry of Death. 
O'er many a peck my scy meter shall flame, 
k And Havock*s corses form my road to Fame; 160 

On Satire's burning coals this vilkiln fries. 
And roasted that with skewers in his eyes : 
I'll match the Knaves with tortures of all sorts. 
And make a charming little heii for Courts. 

PXTEE. 

Heav'ns I Tom, be cocker; takcadvico— • 

TOM. 

I wont— 165 

<< Wilful win do't^— *my loiil it fix'd upon't, 
Ahj PETKfty yott're a cowtkr. 

m. t 

r PETXE* 

No fuchthingr 
I netrex drank at Advlatiom's tpring. 

TOM. 

« 

No I Petxe never dealt in pnuse ! 

PETEE. 

I AtfOf* 

There is a time ere any man's k knave-^* 1 7(1 

Some start in youth, sdme.iin at bald fourscore ; 
But known — the voice of Fame is heard no more* 

^ Virtue's pure Robe with dirt I scorn to lo9^d. 

Or offer incense to embalm a Toad. 
TrvLCf I have Jiatter^d-^ytt, mj mptVLi^d tongue 175 

Has pleas'd a mistress oft — and oft a sang; 
Yet for no baseness I invok'd the Nine— 
A lovely subject, and a harmless line. 
Let talents, virtues, meet nay happy eyes j 
I ask not, truly, from tohat soil they rise. 160 

If 'raid the Iprn cold vale of Want they spring, 

J The Muse ^hall hen-like spread her fost'ring wing ; 

Or 
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Or GRAifDEufe*s sun-clad mountain, to their glorjr* 

My verse, (though scarce-beliey'd) shall tell th€ story: 

Give-me the riches» and I'll find the soul 1S% 

To lead poor pning MERIT from her hore. 

Friend to the Arts, were George's millions mine^. 

What HEAV*NLy Maip in poverty should pine? 

For lab*ring Genius, palaces should rise ; 

Not for Courl^syGophants, the carrion filet : IS^ 

These would I flay — and change at once the scene ;. 

To taste the Attic Nymph, restore her reign ;. 

With Raphaels, Titians, the glad World renew^ 

Andlead a second Angelo to view i 

Bid, for our Board of Works, Palladios springy, IQSi 

And cast a ray of glory round a King:* 

And^ wtttXKwgl I solemnly f^rotesl^ 

That Hardware-man i.thvLt B^zur^ Mu'CUt Wisiv 

K6 more should copper poor old Windsor's walls; 

Nor B ACQN*8 lifdess lumber load Saint Paul'^. ) 20#: 

Then shojuld yon taick-aam'd Dobcb (alas! how poos 

In reaT merit) shut its sacned i:oot 

Oxksmuggieri in the trade, whom Art reviles; 

Whc»e sole pretensions are — ^what ? Folly's smiles. 

Yet, is there One, whose hags wifli^.wealdi twa^tt^ 201^ 

Who loves the Arts, and iaves tosee them/?oor; 

Proud of a lying, cringing Dedication, 

That dubs him the Mec an as of the Nation {r 



V. too. Bacon's lif^t^ kimber.J Twor statues intended im 
adorn St. PaiiU's Cathedral; aod cballenge the universe for Sculp- 
ture. ' They jve saitl to be meant for Howard and Johnson. Much 
money has been g;ive2i for digging the ivro miserable ob}ecis out 
of the stonei and they h^^ been pwt up : -when -wilt the poor ex* 
posed figures, ibr the hgnour of our national taste> and iheir owA 
credit^ be taken down^'-^Itiaum temeatU amioi ? 



V, 201. NiGfc-HWo.M DoMa] ,How the Aeddemv came to be* 
haptized Royal, I caanot cQncciy»; as not st^m»gie of Rqital Mui 
KiFiCEMCE ever threw a ray around its walls. Had it no^ been for 
the annual ShiUing^ of the gharitable Public, it must have died 
^f/amin* long ago. ' 

Lo^ 



ANB imrETT-tuc. rt 

ho, there are Aothon to proclaim his tgitit^ 

And swear it ever in puisolt of merit* ^ SIO 

TOM. 

CvrsM be the penod, whether Terse or prose. 
That round a worthless head a glory throws— 
IHeids Merit's meed to tinsel starsand strings. 
And soul to Misery, though it dwelt with Kings. 
Makes Av*jiice |enerouSr-thc poor Idcot wwc— 2 1 S 
And Ufb the Fom^ Fortune tc% the skies. 

FSTBR* 

Yet are there knaves in lihese unblushing days. 

To fabricate the lying song of praise ! 

What's strange— -The flattePd fools, so dead to shame, 

Strut in stoA'n plumes, and boost th* imputed fame* 320 

Tell Knight he beats, in rural scenes, me wop^ld; 

Nought for the falsehood at your head is huri'd! 

Say that he feels -a Poet's genuine fire, 

Hh palaed hand like Miltov's sweeps the lyfe ; 

Not Fl'att'ry's «e/f can too much Fame allow; C25 

For, lo, to Ph<sbus atlfke scorns to bow. 

Swear Taste a poor iosi sheep before he came; 

At once he hean Messiah in his name: 

He sees the i^ootfalVn Creature Taste restored; 

And, (iroud of Vict'ry, feels himself the Lordi 630 

V. 221. Tell jKnight.]: A GtnUemtm who scrBmbM to P»- 
BMsus as he crept ioto the borough of Lucilpw y aad who, obtain- 
ing the aims of Chaeitt from a Retjewck, informs the woiid it 
IS the free and unsolicited donation of Fame. A Gentleman who 
&ncies his poor cracked post-horn to be the trump of H£Rt)XcFoETRy; 
and, ashamed of being a contemptible Mute amidst his brethren 
of St. Stephea^s, turns, a roaring BuUy amdngst the Muses. ^ Pos- 
sessed of a school-boy power of mouthing a few Greek polysyllablesy 
who most ridiculously deems himself an Aristarchus ; and who, 
childishly arrogating to himself the character of a Legislator of 
Taste in Landscape Scenery, has received a severe and merited 
castigation, from Men of real abilities, for his presumption. A 
Gentleman who, despairing of a reputation, for wit equal to that of 
th9 famous or rather i)i*famous Lord Rochsstem, has printed a 
wmrk to prove that he is by far the Noble £acl*s superior in ragp 
for a aul^ect of obscemty . 

Say 
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Say Wisdom languish 'd in barbaric gloom ; 
He sees his genius tke wild waste illume. 

PETER* 

Thus, when a Night, of shade involves the pole. 
And clouds on clouds in murky massetsrol); 
Sol throygh the darkness bids his radiance flow, 235 
And robes with golden light the wenrld below! 

TOM, 

Call Mason, Shakespear; A//s/erHAYLEY, Pope, 
Their jaws with sudden inspiration ope; 
With fancied immortality they shine. 
And all Parnassus thunders through their line : 240 
No more the Muses their lost fev'rites mourn; 
In Mason's, Hayley's page again they burn! • 
Tell Banks he fills with honour Newton's chair. 
The weed-and-bird's-ncst-hunter will not stare ! ■ ■ ' ' 
Aloud with Newton's fancied pow'rs he bray«, 245 
And struts with Newton down to distant days! 
Call West, Corregio; on his cloth display'd, 
Raptur'd he marks a breadth of light 2ind shade; 
His copper turns to^esh of loveliest hue. 
And ev'ry Cherub-SwEETNESs charms his vie%e. 250 
. Or grant him Raphael's line and Raphael's grace,. 
He will not fling his brushes in your face : 
Pronounce like matchless Claude's his landscape c/ear. 
He sees the brightest clouds ^ the purest sphere; 
Surveys Dame Nature's forms with thrilling blood, 255 
And counts a thousand leagues along the mud% ^ 
Inform that Witch — of ugliness the Queen, 
Old Sycorax, she beats in mind and mien 
Fair Oxford; how the wrinkled Hag will smile, ^ 

And stretch her approbation-^mputh a mile !* 2G0 

Call PoRTEUs gen'rous, Porteus will not cry, 
With hands uplifted, '• Jesu tehat a lig/^** 

No! 

V. 261. Call PoRTfius geperous.] Her Majkstt^s oum Bishop, 
the economical Bisao^ of London 3 who, on his exaltation, sent 

circular 



Kd! on liis lip a smik appronog fprio^« 
'Sweet as the simpdr when he hows to Kings. 
PraiseSTRELiTZ, Schwellekbero will sctttm> **Mine 

*• Gote, . . 
^* England haf noting eleven as dat spote ; 266 

*• Dcrc be dc palace?— peepers of high bcrt, 
*< And bestest Princes daPs in all de eit." 
Praise Br o > " ll's braki— what £nrc€ I the Mas re« 

ceti^es it ! 
Swear that his k(Md h Atmraii— be believes it : 2/6 

Swear B^l l-r hooo^NvtiM huge Wig and gomro. 
By beav*n$, the V^jlow w>iU not koock fOtt dowa ; 
Nor turncoat W . ■ m» to no party true. 
Deny sincariiy to be liisdvf* 

Praise Haw&ssb'rv fojr his swaet iagen\»ous heait^ 27S 
The Ma« ba3 rust ihe deceocy to starts 
C^all Gr^v^ille Aum^/tf-— will you iheck the Peer ? 
No, nol he listens with. «it«ofMr</tf</ ear: 
CHATjiAMf in ARval matters, brisk and dctp; 
He drops the tortoise, and forgets bis sleep. $8d 

Tell Pitt, the People /i»re him— Pitt will smile. 
And deem himself the Favorite of the Isle : 
Swear MoQESTY no stranger to Dundas, 
Hal feels the virtue on his front of 6rats, 

Thus, should Sir Isaac (meanness to promote) t85^ 
Form for fomt tipstait wretch a handsome coat; 
Ix>, from the Conqtiesty lists of ^cs appear, 
f And all the puddle of his blood runs cltar* 

'Circukir letters to d&e dtrgjr of tus djooite, comfnaadinc; them to 
inform him of the s(ajte pf .moiralit y^ nMpoti, aad* the charches j at 
the lame time, howerer, r^questiyg that the answers might not 
weigh more than one ounce. Poor morality, poor religion, poor 
ebiirdlws 1 Whail not W9f4i the postage ^ a M#«r / 

V. f95. Thus, flbottkl Sm Isaac] Sir Isaac Hba«», 
Osfesr King at Aran. 

JENO Sa DIAJ.0i3Q£ I* 
Sihf JV. C DIALOGUE 

i 
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DIALOGUE II. 



TOM. 

« 

' .1 



\J For the so^l of: hzo 'to inspire' • 

Ourfiiture Kings S^'itii 'Glory's genuine fircl « ' • 

'JJ'hcn would the happy Painter, and the Bard, 

Of simple merit reap the rare leeward ! 

Then would the varied Field of Letters bloom, 5 

Smile on the eye, and yield the heav'ns perfume, - 

'. ■ ■ • • 1 

' PETER. . . 

Poor Field ! at present much like Hounslow Heath, 
Whose chief production is the Wood of Deaths 

TOM.. 

How is fair Art, and Science, in disgrace! 

What Patron meets them with a smiling face? 10 

See, hke a shadow. Genius, limping, poor. 

In jBupplica.tion at a Great Man's door J-^ . ^ 

And see with insolence his lacquey treat him ; 

And were he yare7<0Mg^, the Do^ would eat him. 

peter. 

O Taste, © Reason, to oar I^e return ! ^ 1 5r 

Behold our Great for littlenesses burn ! 



V. 5. Hounslow Heath.] The Cfunparison of the present ibar- 
r^ Field of Literature to the Field of. Gibbets is n(^, apposite, 
and ingenious. Literature now is as dangerpus as Murder. Let 
Reeves be the Interpieter, and every line of every pamphlet, 
verse or prose, shall by this Gentlemgn^s sagajcious commentary, 
smell of treason as strongly as the whisper 'of Hi Anti-Pittite pro- 
claji^s rebellion.-^THS. Editor. 

' 'thairmM 



AND mN£T¥-6I]&, , }| 

Char m*d with his wit, and tricks, and nose, and hunch, • 
Not long ago, Lord Plyuoutb parchas'd PuNca : -^ 
And Tcry soon, I ween, some ^tled Ninny,' 
Some raooa-ey'd fool will bny the Fantoccini, 20 
Th' alarming voice of War must not be heard— 
There arc no French to puH u» by the beard— ^ 
Invasiom/ nonsense — What the pow'r of France ; 
Whsit Discordy Murder^ noiht Puppeti dance? 

TOM, 

This reddens my roagh vengeance— -fans my flame, £5 
And goads my Satire^s havrk to seek its game. 
Yes! Yes! I stand resdr^d upon the matter—* 
Fry is the word, and brinistone be mjr batter ! 

PETER, 

Gods ! what a furious Saracen art thou ! . 

But what says Pitt ? will Pitt thy rage allow t 3,0. 

Believe me, Tom, the blunderbuss of Law 

llltakes along fhot— 4n engine form'd to axoe^- i 

By this \zA many a bird of Satire bled, 

fe prudeijit, therefore, and revere the lead* 
hink of thy banish 'd Namesake I ^ 

TO V 

^ . What! Tom Paine? ^ 

I like the man— should boast to hold his train-: • $6, 
Tom ^aine speaks boldly out ; and so I dare 
Strike at Court Slaves, nor sex nor order Sparc; 
Spread o'er my quarry Vice, nay eagle winp. 
Nor dread the conflict, though oppos'd by Kings / 40 

peter. 
Lo, that rich hour of Liberty gone by ! 
Grenvillx's and Pitt's bold acts thy rage defy :" 
Pitt claps his paws on something ev'ry day ; 
A hiss at Royalty, a poor old Play, 

V.-44. .,Apoop old Play.] Venice Preserved ; condemned bjr 
AuTHomTY to oblivion on account of the numerous and violent 
piaudits bestowed on passages that seemed direct sarcasms on'our' 
present Rul«rs. 

C 2 Meetings 
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Meetings near Mot HER Redcap's (harmless tkingi !) 4^ 
Jokes on Court Mummery^ stnihs at QuEEms snd 

Kings*: 
fere long he leaps on Peter's dove-Hkcstram«; 
And should the muse be ravisUM, what rj^msdne? 
Behold the Court „ of Hrsfry^ grown eo sore, 
1 scarce dare vatxttAOxx'-^AppIt'^ufupimg thore, 50- 

Or Madam St;H^vELLENBERoarKI.attlb^ing Jack, 
For feat the Palace might be on my back;. 
And that's a keais^ ioadf the world wiU own* 
Enough to make the mighty Atlas grosa: 
Nor Whitbrsad'^ Brewhoase, upt poor MoTuxRr 

JoN£$i . / . 55 

Nor Hunting Parsons, if I prize ray bones ; 
Louse, Brick-kiln, Gjkfti/iiSRs, Mutton, Mouse- 
trap Tour.; 
StK:h mention will not Mintstehs ^mkiT« : 
Though Ministers, z^'hlusking Hi6T*i«y showi^ 
Dar'd pall « goodly Monarch by the t^sej ^ 

Spat in his face, and tbreaten'd to dethrone him ; 
Hoar^d out * Reform,' andlbrcM tbemMlves tipoiihim> 
Drunk with successes, neiz'd the oid Statte-Thuodtr, 
When uproar wild began, and Nation-plunder; 
The •* State's ki danger," louder howl't^ the storn^, • 6b. 
Gagg*d evVy raven mo^th that croak'd • Reform* . . 
Thus then it happens (save good Master Reeves) 
The purest Patiiots may be pick'd from Tlihves. 

(EtEtt. 

For ever sacred be the acts of King»» 

The founts of worship, honour, $tars and strings 1 70 

Ev*n such as Virtue ctam?it^ the gentle MusE 

(So changM her nature I) shall not once abuse: 

Peace to the ghost of Nero, gre«t good man. 

Beneath whose biade no blood in rivers ran 1 

V. 51. Ambling Jack] The As* ou which the grcat M<8.- 
THEis ov THE KoBEs was Wont to take her airings for health, 
through the Royal Gardens, wHicli futijished mucti mhfortune and • 

/ ■ * Whose 
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Whose heart in Mercy's tender mould wm made ! 75 
.Pqacc to Domitian's — peace to Richard's shade ! 



TOM. 

Who is this Lord High- Paramount, this Pitt? 

What are his mighty acts, his ivis<lom, wit ? 

What his huge feats, with al) his wond'rous brags ? 

The Nation stripped, fair Liberty in rags, 80 

With. scarce a shift, gown, stocking, garter, sandaT; . 

Put up at Garraisays by inch of candle. 

A Booby Who for vici'ries madly gapes. 

And idly laboring brings us into scrapes ; 

Then bids us get ourselves, with phix devout, 85 

And fear and trembling,^ pray'r, add starving, cut/ • 

Thus, with an insolence a name that lacks. 

He flings his own d-mn'd sins upon our backs. 

Poor England ! to destruction he has brought it; 

Then cries with ideot wonder, " Who'd'have't bought it?** 

Away with fasts that gorrnaudise and fjuaff\ 

And give ev*n. sly Hypocrisy a laugh ;. -k 

Who will with lying impudence declarvf, 

Nought fills his mouth ujion that day, but Air?. 

What Saints the stomach's pinches will ensure ? 

None! save th^ir pious Majesties, I'm sure. 

But grant yr^ /usi'-r-^ivc fasts of auglit avail ?* 

Behold the poor \yith fasting lean and pi.le ; 

And still the French, in lucky war employ 'd. 

Unlike Sennacherib's host, are not destroy'd. 100 

PETER. 

^ut, Tom; 'tis Gentty that must Ilcav'n implore ; 
G-d never listens to>the ragged Poor. 
When Ministers their blundering tricks betray, 
*Tis Gentry only that must stapve and pray. 
Yet at their dread petition. Heay'n will start,. 105 

Nor, cruel, run a Frenchman through the heart,- 
.^l^'^obligtf'a foolish Bn^on who^shallcry, 
I'm fasting, LoVcij so let thy vengeance fly : . i 

^ • C3 So 
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So far am I a Quaker^ 1 n^iist own, 

And dare not thus address th* eternal Throne. ll(> 

Hcav*n is most merciful — inclinM to spare ^ 

And scorns to kill a neighbour for a prayer. 

Indeed, whate'er the Bishops ins^y pretend. 

In fast and prayV we seldom find a friend : 

F^sts win not wet French powder ; nor will wordt 11^ 

©f pious imprecation blunt French .^vyords : 

Nor sighs of Saints avert the flying ,ball : 

The PoP£ must run from Rome, and Mantua fall. 

TOM. 

How at each solemn phiz the Dev'l must gfin ! 

AIL sanctity without, and fraud xoithin ! I20* 

Piit pray Vs before a Bishop, and a haunch ; 

Alas I he quits not, for the soul^ the paunch: 

Meat must be watch 'd, and roasted in its prime j 

XVajVs for the Lord keep cold for any time. /' 

f BTElt* 

Thus, on a Sunday, pious Parson Moss, 125 

Afraid a tygcr-appetite to cross, 

JWI out good prayVs) and stoppM the organ 'tf tongue. 

That groaning raeclitated heav'nly song: 

For, lo, too soon (to disappoint the Lord) 

The Judge's venison smok'd upon the board \ t%0 

Who ca^ resiil when Appetite feels bold! 

And whatt Diyi<<E would cat his ven'son cold? 

TOM. 

Well, since we must have this saine idle day, 
Shut up the shops, look^ dismal, starve and pray j 
O give the Litany this supplfcation, 135 

••Lord, kick two *:oUndrch from Administration !' 






9ETBB. . / 

Fie, fie, T«M — ^rcaHy.you are too severe • 

V..t!30. PioTW Parson Moss.] At the last Wells assizes^ at- 
the CiKhedral, this ItidicfOttS affair bappenod, 

TOM. 



TOM. 

Wfao with a velvet hah would flog a Bear T 

P£TZR. 

€ome, comc-^-somc merit nui»t to Pitt bejong^-* 



1 GtranI hiitt j^*i?rcmn^<?— grant him tongue.- ' 14& 

With vwrv/^ 1 ownthe fellow weH supplied. 

Bombay, and phrases ready cat and dried ; 

A formal, scowling, wisdoai*aping face ; 

An awkward gesture,, an alFected giace : 

Cayil and flimsy logic, to ^^rprise, 14^ 

Aiid raise the whites of Country Members eyes*. 

When dead, what leave»>tbi» Pitt to light maxikiad ? 

Not die dim hwtre of a snail behind ! 

Grant from hia dust the world one rsLj may pick ; 

What ist i — ^the glimmer of a rottten stick ! 130 

What ha»PiTT doiM for Subjkct or for Peince ? 

PBTBR. 

Good heav'ns^ P^ said it, scarce a minute since ! 
Of sc/ccch-owl Satirh, Pitt has shorn the wings, 
'Fhat hoocifig hoTer'd round the thrones of Kings; 
Where, fromifhe rising to the setting ray, 1 55 

Now soothing Fiatt^ry pour» the larWlke ray ; 
Where simpering Courtier* buz with praiseful tongue. 
Like goats that 1mm- to parting suns the song* 
Friend to the State, with soldier, ami with tar^. 
Pf TT fighlB our Ju9t and necessary war ; 160^ 

Improves our tatesi,' what would he have more? 
And sets six Amiest spy at ev'ry door. 

:.. , ■• TOM* . ■ 

For shanlH^ !— by tidkuh you ward* each- stroke. 

And make the ruin of the State a ji,he ! 

Who from Dame Justice saatch'd the bloodhound — \ 

Tiff Pitt compassionates, ^lis Pitt reprieves : 166 

Caught in the trap, the dark Informer roar'd, 

T)1J Pitt the wretch to liberty restorM. 

PBTER* 
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PETER. 



Thus, if wc jnay .compaje great thii^gs with small 
When Doctor Johnson lodged at Kettle-Hall, IfO 
I^is philosophic consequence to shock. 
Fate bade him put on Mistress Thompson's smock; 
Wedg'd in the smock (a lion in the toil), 
Heroar'd, and kick'd, and sweated — huge turmoil ! 
Stamp'd, bounc'd, and ran a buffalo about, l7^ 

Till Mistress Thompson let tlve savage out* 

TOM. 

Misplac'd indeed is aU your ridicule, 

That means to thwart my plans by calling fool^ 

PETER. .^ . 

Thus when the President of frogs and flics. 

And weeds and birds-nest, wish'd in pomp to- rise, 1=80^ 

And fill' f himself J a throne sublime and fair. 

And give his hammer'd arirt a Jove-like air ; 

TYC wicourthj Doctor, hostile to- the scheme. 

Gave a loud horse-laugh, and dissolv*d the dream ! 

V. 170. When Doctor Johnson.] When Xohnson lodged 
Kettle-liall, in the University of Oxford, at a Mr Thompsoirsa 
cabinet maker; the maid, by an unfortunate mistake, brought bim 
one day a chemise of Mrs. Thompson's to puton, instead of hisowa 
shirt. CoQtemplatingron nothing but Hamblers and Idlers, and 
colossal Dictionaries, he shoved his arms and head and shouldejrs 
into the lady's linen before he discoTK:rid his error. ** Who has 
cut off the sleeves of ihy shirt? Who has cut off the sleeves of my 
shirt ?'* exclaimed the entaged and hampered moralist, with Sten- 
tl>ris(n vociferation, dancing and tugging j and foaming for free« 
dom."— This roar brought up ppor trembling Mrs. Thompson, who 
with the must consummate delicacy sliutting.her two chaste eye^, 
slipped her hand into the room> and deiivared her giant guest fcooi 
his enchanted castle. . , . . 

V. 181. And fiiy fhiimdif J a, thrQne] It w an incontrover- 
tible fact that Sir Joseph banks prbposed the plan of a" throne for 
himself, and benches for ^orelgnPRiNCES and AmbasS'ador^ be- 
neath him, whose h^ds might be on the same- plane witti the 
niost noble Ereiident's ten toe*. 'Dr. Horslky, tjne present Bisjiop 
of Rochester, by a wd^l-tin^ed iidiculey put ^n end to tb« visio^ 6f 
vanity. .. ,_ 

TOftf;, 
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Toir. 

Still ymth more imny ?— But Hi go oo*- 195 

[ Who with calm spirit sees the roum undone f 

^yho from th« Noble haunches of the State 

Cuts fine fat slices for his dainty plate. 

And bids th^ People oo the offals feed? 
I This felloe Pitt ! 

»-A crying sin indeed 1 I9(^ 

Thus saw I once a Cuckoo in a cage. 

And Thrush^ a very Purser of the age ! 

Boil'd beef» and cabbage, had the Pair for dinner; 

When, k>, the Thrush (a knowine Purser^nner), 
j Soon as he met a bit of beef, the df 19S 

I Sans cMmonie gobbled it Umself: 

But when a stump of cabbage I ^iang*d his note^ 

He raoun'd it down the gaping Cuckoa*s thjx>at. 

TO Iff. 

Behold the barracks, add oar lot deplore ; 
Ere long a damned dragoon at ev'ry door ! 5>0O 

Then, 1q, Mt Freedom dead, who holds his b :-. 
Forc*d by a fasdnation to hei fate. 

FETER.. 

Thus when ^ wily Skars» beneath a tree. 
Darts his red eyes upon his featherM prey ; 
Poor Bird ! bo more he swells the song of love, SOS- 
Waves the wild wing, and glides from grove to grove ; 
With panting heart ut tries to shun the fde ; 
But, looking on the steady fiend below. 
In chains of fatal fascination, bound. 
Captive he hops around him and around ; SlO 

Till nearer, nearer drawn, with hopeless cries. 
He drops upon the poison%i fang^ and diesv 
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XOM« 



So,' then you lapgh at hopes of Reformation f 



PETER* 



Pitt finds a tame old Back in our good Nation j 
Safe through the dirt, and ev*ry dangerous road, 21^ 
The Beast consents to bear his galfing Loa|); 
And, spite of all that we can sing or sai/^ 
VoQh% will be FooLtj ajod Mil^iBt&Ri^c//*tfj/» 
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AN 

QBE 

TO THE 

LIVERY OF LONDON, 

ON THEIR PETITION TO HIS MAJESTY FOR KICKIK9 
OUT HIS WORTHY MINISTERS. 



'Q,\io ruitis, scelesti? HoR. 



ALSO, 

An Ode to Sir Joseph Banks, 

On the Report of his Elevation to the important Dignity 

of a Privy Counsellor. 



■ ■ Optat Ephippia Bos: 
He becomes Honours as a Sow does a Saddle. Proverbs. 



TO WHICH IS ADDED, 

A Jeremi'Od to George Rose^ Esq, 



ODE 

TO THB 

LIFERY OP LONDON. 



W HY, where the devil are ye rushing? 

Thus^to St. James's rudely pushing^ 
To force the King to turn out Pitt, poor youth ! 

The open Jenkinson, the blushfui Rose ; 

DuNDASy too, on whom Heav*n bestows 
Cart-loads of modesty and truth ! 

If aught I know of Queens and Kings, 

Irheir Graces will do no such things. 
And who are you, in impudence so strong ? 

Know ye the rev'rencc due to Thrones r 

Down, Knaves, upon your marrow-bones, 
AsTrinces never yet were in the wrong. 

Ye ttenk ye make a King and Queen 

As Crispin makes a shoe, I ween; 
And think, like humble shoes, too, ye may wear 'em : 

Ye feel, by this time, 1 suppose. 

That those same shoes can gall your toes, - 
And iind your corns not much inclin'd to bear 'em. 

Old Solomon, of Wisdom the great King, 
Declareth, there's a time for ev^ty thing^-^ 

Methinks he might have left out impudence: 
For who should have the impudence to say. 
That Liverymen, composed oi common cla^. 

Should boast to Sovereigns their superior sense ; 

inform them that their Ministers tell lies, 
tre raggamufHns, wicked, and un\yise ? 

Vol. IV^ D Imper- 
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Impertinence gets grouod, I greatly fear; 

Such things are said as I can scarcely bear : 
With insolence the People tax poor Pitt ; 

Now this is cruel I-^-'liff'ibe poor man's nature, ~ 

As natural as for fish to cleave the water. 
Monkeys to grin, dpgshowl^ and. citato spit. 

Whoever knew a Pitt that had humility i 
Fling on the bloody then, kll the culpability ; 
Since 'tis well known to all, that Pitt and Pride 
. Are dove<*tail'd — join'd as close as Bones and hide! 

The world abuseth Rose in Ian j*ttagft Tude, 

For ignorance* and base ingratitude. 
And meanness r bat 'tis cruel thus to^ slash— 

The mSin had never any education— 

The poorest tag-rag of* the- Scottish' Nftdon ; 
Borninastye,'/'andy.hog«Uke^ kd,oxx.xcask* 

For Gratitude's a sentiment .that springs 

'Midst Gentlefolks; and NoblfSy, Qjueem and ICiagt / 
Like pin^-apples, whom soil the richest suits ; 

For pine-apples ne'er grow on <Jold; raw day. 

But fat manure, amid the solar ray. 
That darts its golden inflncofic talbm moss* 

■ ""WhatmipadeiicetiAlasli to«ay, 

** Sire, we reserve to *liave.owfwgr;. 
* * . Antdr be it known , 

•* 'We'll' have DO>levee<ftnck% i^de^d, 

** And our petition we will read ; 
** And you shaU hear it on the throne i 

** ^his is our ri^ht by law accounted ; 

•* So pray you'r Majesty, get mounte<|.*' 
Such is^ the saucy language ye haveiitter'd ; 
Which prpves ye know not how your <bfead -b l>iitter'd. 

At such rude treatment. Grandeur winces ! 
So far I'll take the part of Princes-— 

Monstrotta ! 
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Monstroas ! tbfey* faave^ boeii Mandaloudy- treated i 
Banted by nocy Teise aad proae*— 
God knows. 
Dear sotilis ! like bears by roffifta balt*dog9 batted. 

Poor Louis forcM'to run away, 

PoorAuTois not ioclin'd to stay. 
From France, like some hard-hunted badger, hast*aetb; 

Now billet ted upon the Scots ; 

Sad fates ! yea, roost unpleasant lots ! 
But whom the Lord doth love, behold he duuf.HttkJ 

Thus is theblbk in their favour ; 

Yet Mis'i^T breeds an ugly savoar ; 
StUt sfAeUs of musty nigs, uid dirt»- and viimr^ 

I won't say bugs, and itch, and lice, 

Wishing* Wf ever W be nice, 
As nicety a i;^l^bi^ Musb befits*: 

And yet it is a tratb mont melaooAo^, 
Tha*Mis*BY*s ofteis the weak child q% Foal¥« 
- Fflri KC%» are bWs^ with sacb a dav&mjlikf nature ! 

Their hearts compAs'd of such' nice ductile nutter^ 
Turning like potter's clay to €fi^ fovms ! 

But tor their subjects /— -heav'nsMrir hearts are rock ! 

Their manners borfow'd from the pig-stye, shock ;, 
Their shapes, rank Calibans v their voices storms ! 

Mild are the souls of princes, like new cheese ! 
And like the cheese, of milk the simple child» 

Too often suffer a confounded squeeze ' 
From my subjects by eqtiaiity defil'd ; 

Who look with rapture on their grinning GaACXS^ 

Fnjoying their sad torments and wry faces. 

But why and wherefore, I can*t tell the grounds ; 
No, verily, my wisdom can't determine, 

Why subjects should become a pack of hounds. 
And hunt their Sovereign Lords like stinking vermin ; 

D 2 For 
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For no one needs (I'm very sure) be told. 

Their souls are cast ia Nature's sweetest mould. 

No, no ; they are not polecats, pretty creatures ! 
Choak not the Nation's chicks, nor suck its eggs ! 

Pleased with whate'er is gh^n (such gentle natures), 
Kach Prince with so much sweetness bows and begs ! 

No, never kite^like on a subject souses. 

And, sweeping, carries off his lands and houses ! 

" There s odds in Gossips y"* ssys an old adage. 
Forgotten, ah! in this degenerate age : 
Subjects from f4ir decorum widely wander ! 
Now ev'ry tradesman lifts his dirty nose ; 
His teeth each working, poor mechanic shows, 
' And cries, •• What's sauce (or goose is sauce for gafider /** 

Thus, by the impudence of rogues and fools. 

Are lofty -thrones converted to joint-stools ! 
C— christen'd Fool's-caps — sceptres turn'd to sticks ; 

A vsmile proclaim'd an ideot griii ; 

A XI jack-ass in a lion's skin ; 

Courts, puppet-shows ; and Itev^refice^ monkey-trickl ! 

' Tricksof a mean, submissive clan. 
That shame the dignity of Man. 

There's not an Englishman, I do guppose, 

That would not from his office kick poor Rose, 
And on his ho?7est earnings lay his pats ; 

Eke on DuNDAs's, Jenkinson's, poor souls ! 

And eXe, from humble Richmond tear his coals, 
A * King's black present to bis blacker brats. 

Nor is there one who would not brealc, alack ! . 

Our r.ORD. Mayor's wooden leg about his back I 
Thus is Politeness turn'd a clown— 

Wisdom in gothic gloom benighted— 
The world t;urn'd feirly upside down, 

1 fear -me, never to be righted. 

* Charles the Second's Tax upon Coals, for the benefit of 
his Ba6tard:i. 

When 
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« When^ 8ucb things are 'monpt Cobbkrs, Tlnlceni 
Tanners, 
The Lord have mercy on the People's mmvnert ! 
Then« Sirs, no mwre your wanton venom spit 
L At Kings and Queens, and worthy Mister Pitt : 

Shoald the ship founder in this blowing weather,^ 
Like frilends «i>d ndghbouA, let us smk together* 
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PART IL 



A HINK of old titnee, when Baikal Fulk ^ 

Made of their Subjects a mere joke : 
Ev'n in the happy days of good Queen Ret, 

^um was in Parliament the word— 

Her very frown, a flaming sword ; , 

And ev'ry jmenacc put it in a sweat ? 

Think of the horse-whipping she gave 

Th' Ambassador — a saucy knave ! 
In Latin, too, to make the fellow wonder— . 
• The man was frightened at her voice. 

And could not then have had his choice ; 
He rather wotild have fac'd a clap of thunder. 

Of lords she often luggM the ear ; 
And often would her Highness swear 
On Bishops, sacred men ! enough to shock ye. 
Do this?*' her Majesty would say- 
Do that ! — God's blood ! I'll have my way ! 
Quick, quick ; or d — n me. Parsons, I'll unfrock yel** 

What to her Parliament said she? 

«« .Good Gentlemen, I must agree i 

•* 'That ye are proper judges of the weqtheTf 

•* And judges too, of tht Htghwai/Sf 

•* Hares y Pheasants , Partridges , and Jat^s; 
*• And eke th^ art of tanning leather^ * 

** But, as for Sovereigns and dominion^ 

** *Tistoo sudli?ne (or your opinion." 

Suppose the Liverymen had boldly said. 

To this Semiramis of lofty rule, 
** Your Majesty must knock off Cecil's head, 

** And hang up Essex for a beast and fool : 
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" Wc relish not these men'g administration ; 

' * So Ma'am , dismiss them, and oblige the nation :"* *— • 

What had the answer been 

Of this great Queen ? 

Why, to the Apothecaries she had roar*d— 

*' Ye knaves, who do more mischief than the rword! 

** You vomits, glister-pipes— -the dcv'l confound ye ! 
** What to such madness, raggamuffins, urges ? ' 
** Murderers, Fll make you swallow your own purges ! 

'* In your own mortars, rascals, will I pound ye ! 

•* You, Bakers, I shall heat your ovens, slaves, ' 
** And serve you like the three Jew-boys, ye knaves, 

^ Shadrach, and Meshach, and Abednego : 

^* Browner than all your loaves, shall be your skins, 
•* Then let us see, if for your saucy sins, 

•* Your God will deign to take you out or no* 

, ^* You, Poulterer, wag not thus your tongue so 
loose, 
** For fear I pluck ye, as ye pluck yt)ur goose. 
*• And Master Skinner, calm J^ur upstart pride— 
** On Markyas think, your flaming rage to cool, 
•• Who, wfcsding with his betters, like a fool, 
'< Lost, in hi^ struggle for the prize, hv&hide f 

** And Master Barber, mind the beard and wig; 

** And Master Pipemaker, don't be a prig, 
«« And let that clay of your's be quite so stiff; , 

** Nor in youj prowess try to smoke a Queen, 

•• For fear her Majesty s sharp wrath be seen, 
*• And send you to the devil on a whiffy 

*• Leviathans f be catechised by sprats / 

*« Mind, if one more complaint ye bring, 
«« By G— , ye dangle like a pack of rats, 
"All in a string!" 

Thus 
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Thus to th6Se men the great QuteTeik *EsS fed imM, 
Bridlirig and tossing in cbntemptlierhcad ; 
And thus the Queen, i^ifh ^qual fbTy*ble*st, 
Had smartly rapp'd the knudde^ o^ the r^t. 

Then tufriing to her rtiarv'lliog Lords, her Grace,* 
, Wiping the sweat that gerani'd h^r precious *fiiee, 
Hfed said, " God's-blood, my Lords, a fine discourse) 

" I'hose fellows talk to me — ^the small-beer dregs! 

** TAcy teach forsooth, their^granquthto^uc^ f^g**/ 
" 'They'll find the old grey mare the better horse.*' 

Then why should^e?;^/^ George of pow*r have ks^ 
Than that same furious Amazon, Queen Bess* 

• > 

What said her lot/ai Parliament again ? 

' ' We must hot move lier G r a c e *s 7re — 
** Lord, bless us ! should we once complain, ^^ 

*• The Jat tc ill all ie i?^ ike fire I 
•* Lord, to her feet, like spaniels, we must crawl, 
« Or, io ! 'She'll play Hie yevil\?n!h iks'^11 ?" 

Now, to" return to^PiTTj^CTbar, 

"' Out With tTje i^fcal !— wtrat a 'b(5rc 
•* To*k<feep'a fellow thatnndbes ^treafm I 

"A grfeat laild-iUbHer / 'he^ he sfeer^ 

*« The foundering'ship^fVoy cranger-dtfii* ? 
** Pretending puppy ! hcy he guide the helm ?" 

Not long Hgo, in Paradise ^^ 

Ye 8tiiflr*dWs fnoiith'vinlh'figs'znd'spicej ^ * 

To show ydur loVe foriitm' and'dl his schemes j 

DrenchM him'Vith treacle, fill bcsmear'd 

Like Aaron's patri^rbhkl beard. 
From whence the oil of gladness flow'd in streams. 

His head with'ev'ry gi'oper-glory crowning ; 
And. now you are lor. kicking, hanging, drowning ! 
So different now, indeed, J'our caiiiagei ♦ 

It puts me much in mind of marriage. 

Now 
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Now love, n<xw hate ; now smilci now tear ; 
Now sun, now cloud ; now mist, now clear : 
Now music, now a stunning clap of thunder; 
Now perfect case, now spiteful strife. 
So much like matrimonial life ! 
Pray reskl the pcetty little story under ; 
A tale well known : 
'Tis John and Joan. 



JOHN and JOAN, 

A TALE. 

HAIL, wed&cd Love ! the Bard thy b«auty hails ; 
Though mix'd, at times, with cock and hcn-likc 
sparringt ; 

But cairns arc very pleasant after gaiety 
And dove-like Peace much sweeter after warringi. 

I've written — I forget the page indeed ; 

But folks may find it if they choose to read— 

*• That Marriage is too sweet without some sour'^ 

•• Variety oft recommends a ^ow>V, 

" Wedlock should be UkePwich^somt sweet, somcacidj 

" Then life is nicely turbulent and placid. 

" A Picture that is all in light— 
'* Lord, what a thing ! a very fright ! 
•* No, let some darkness be displayed ; 
" And learn to balance well with shade.** 

John married Joan— they frown'd, they smilM; 
Now parted, and now made a child : 

Now 
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Now tepid showers of lioVE^ noif chilling snMs ; 

Much like the seasons of the year ; 

Or- like a brook^ now thibk^ now^ ckiir ; 
Now ^arce a rilf, ah'd tioW" atotrcht flowsi 

One day they had a desperate qaairril' 

About a little small-beer barrel. 
Without John's knowledgeslily tapped by- Jotan ; 

For Joan V oblige her old friend Hodge 

Thought asking leave of John was fudge ; 
And so she wisely left the leave alone« 

It happ'd that John and Joan had not ttvo bedi 
To rest their ansry^ frowning brace of heads ; 
Ergo^ there Watf btft &n€ 
' To rest their gentle jaws upon. 

** I'll have a board between usj" cried the M^u— 
••With all my spirit, John," replied the wi^ ; 

A board was pjac'dj ^accordinff to their plan : 
Thus ended til is barrier al once the slri&. 

On the first night, the husband lay 

Caltn as a clo*ck, nor oh^e Wink'd Oveif-^ 

Calm as a clock, too' let ni^ ssiy,' 
Joan never squinted on her lover^ 

Two, three, four nighttf, the sulky PAift/ 

Like two ^till niice, dfevoid Of c^r^. 
In philosophic silence sought repose 5 

On the fifth ihotni it chanb'd to plesbe 

John's nose to sncfeie— 
*• God bless you, Dear!" quoth Joan at John'i loud 
nose. 

At this John gave a sudaeii sta/^, 
And popping o'er the tedge his head^^ 

*' Joan, did yoii say it from ^on'r k'eaHf 
•• Yes, John, 1 did^ indeed, indeed ! 

•* You di'df"—^' Yes, JoHi?, upon my ixrbrd'*— 

•* Zounds, JoAn; Ihfeii tatc away the Board/*' 

Thug 
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Thus it will be with you and Pitt agcn ; 
Love will beam forth, that ev'ry love surpasses ; 

The Grocers be ihemselces sweet tempered mefi^ 
And souse him in % lipg|sbca4 o^ molasses. 

Thus w^ill Contention take away the bone^ 

And you. and Pitt Ij^ fpex^s, like John and Joan. 
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. REPORT 

IN THE NEWSPAPERS, 

I 

THAT SIR JOSEPH BANKS WAS MAD£ A PRIVY COUNSELLOR* 

AN ODE. 



OPTAT EPHIPPIA BOS. 



Y 



£ Gods! Sir Joseph of the Council Priyy? 
Jnvcntivc Ncwt-papcrs, I can't believe ye ! 

Impossible ! ye certainly are fibbing! 
Sir Joseph ;dubbM a Counsellor of State! , 

'Tis laughing at too high a rate ; 

Lord ! what a joke ! ye certainly are sq nibbing ! 

Because we have believ'd th' apostate Pitt, 
And shewn such wond'rous want of wit. 

Ye think that any fable will go down. 
Now, pray be careful. Sirs, of what you print ; 
There's danger — ^y«6, indeed, there's danger in't— 

Woe to the wight that ridicules a Crown ! 

Sir Joseph is for hlunt^ conductors; 
A Monarch wanteth fAtfrjEi Instructors^ 

« 
* Notwithstanding a thousand experiments in favour of pointed 
Conductors, the Knight and Co. will not allow the ingenious 
Franklin, the Father of Electricity, to be in the right with respect 
to the superiority of points to nebs : too obstinate (and perhaps to* 
ignorant J Vi^^ Qcnvm('df and too haughty to yield. 

How 
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How can sucb moni^out discords then agree? 
Then pray speak truth, ye men of news, ' 
And do not thus tfae'world amuse : 

It 18 not — cannot^— must not be! 
\ 

His M Y is sufiely wise; 
And wants no talk on butterflies. 

On eggs and bird-nests, newts and weeds : 
Hejvants a man to talk on wars. 
On dread invasions, wounds, and scars. 

On stumps and carcases, and heads* 

After a butterfly to scamper. 

And with a net his captive hamper, 

Sir Joseph is expert and must delight; 
But, as for politics! — O Heaven ! 
The Board must very hard be driv*n. 

To choose a swearing Tadpole Knight; 

To give a breakfast in Soho, 
SirJoseph's very bitterest foe 

Must certainly allow him peerless merit; 
Where, on a wag-tail, and tom-tit. 
He skiJies and sometimes on a nit. 

Displaying pow'rs few Gentlemen inherit. 

I grant he is no intdlectud liofi 
Subduing ev*ry thing he darts his eye on ; 

Rather J ween, an iatellcctual^ctf. 
Hopping Ott Science's "broad bony back. 
Poking its pert proboscis of attack, 

Drawuig a drop of blood, and fancying it a staf 

But shQul4 JftportMfbt true, alas! 

(And marvelous things oft come to pass). 

Should he be dubbed a King's adviser; 
'Twill be so wonderful a change- 
So very, very, very strange! 

Wshat's stranger still, the Council won't be wiser/ 

Vol. IV. E From 
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From Joseph Banks «nto Sir Knight, 
Then Privy Counse^ller in spite 

Of Nature, brain, and education ! 
If, for the last he hands has kiss'd^ 
There's not a reptile on his list 

E'er knew a stranger transmutation. 

t 

How could Sir Joseph have the face 
To take so dignify 'd a place? 

But probably the Knight will say, the elf, 
** Why should not I, as well as some of those 
^* Who this isame wondrous Board compose? ' 

*« There arc not wi^r fellows than myself*** 

To give the devil his due, 
That*s true,--^ 

While Pitt harangues on France and Spain, 
Sir JosEPH*son a beetle's brain, 

A fly, a toad, a tadpole's tail : 
While Pitt is on the Emperor's loan^ 
For Britain's jaws so hard a bone. 

Sir Joseph's on a weed and snail^ 

While Pitt is thinking of supplies^ 
And turns, poor man! his hopeless eyes 

On what may lift us from the bog ; 
The Knight his head for flea-traps rakes, 
•Or louse-traps, or deep studying makes 

A pair of breeches for a frog.* 

While Majesty and ,his wise Nobles 

Shall weep o'er England's groans and troubles^ 

» See the works of Bonnet and Spalanzani, a pair oi Frog-Taylors^ 
vrho employed a great deal of time and ingenuity in cutting out 
taffety-breeches for the males of the little croaking nation, during 
their amours/ in order to establish soiae beautiful. dmA ielicate fact* 
relatiye to iir:pregnation. 

Ordering 
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Ordering great guns to make the Frenchmen caper ; 
Of reptiles will the Knight be dreaming. 
And instruments for insects scheming. 

To stretch their little limbs on paper.- 

Gods ! if amidst some grand debate; 
All for the good of our great Slate, 

A moth should flutter, would the man ut quiet! 
Forgetting State Affairs, the Knight 
Would seize his hat with wild delight. 

And chacing, make the most infernal riot : 
O'erturning benches, statesmen, cv'ry thing, 
To make aprb'ner of the mealy wing! 

Were Brunswick here, I'd tell the Kino of olorit 

A simple story; 
An .^!sop-tale, by way of illustration. 
Proving Sir Joseph's awkward devation. 

A^ koto a Cat did Jupiter implore, 

(For cats like Christians said their pray'.rs of yore) , 

That he would make her a young tady fair; 
And how, of rattling Thunder the Great God 
Consented to it with his usual nod, 

And made hcv pretty /oo as she could stare. 

And then as how^ upon her wedding- night. 
When in her Deary's loving arms lock'd tight, 

She heard behind the bed a rat; 
Sudden from his embrace she gave a spring. 
Forgetting love, and kiss, and ev'ry thing. 

To catch the vermin like a cat ; 
And how, to punish her, with huge disdain » 
The angry God made Miss a Cat again. 

Thus may the King, like his great Brother Jove, 
Forget his^artiality and love ; 

E2 And 
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And as Jovb justly sery'd the Cat, to* skome ker; 
So, from a Counsellor, the King of Men 
May make the Knixsht a Gruif'^kunt&r agsn. 

And bid him mind his bvkt^xi&essBDdyiai^mer^ 



*«* Since the above Odb wi» giren^te'the PHnter, it is too true* 

that the Newspaper were in thfi- eight The Knisht it 6onA 

Jide dubbed a F»xVt GouN-SfibXrOR.. Rioi-gulk enjoy«>sr seoond 

feast on the occasion^ lierjirst treat was hid elevation toth* 

chair of the immortal Newton. 

Sir Joseph must not complahi at his being so frequently the sub- 
ject of a poetical laugh ; Folly is the natural and fair ^sie of 
Sat IKS. To vneak his reT^enge on die Muse, bf coA&numifr 

. her to silence, let him cease to play the fool, JtnoiAtauaA, toUi- 
tur effectus^l beg the Kmight's pardon, for I recollect tfiat h« 
has forgotten all his JLatin, and retains his native w/jpir tongue 
only. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

-LVJ. Y Bookseller assuring mey with a most solemn counte- 
nance, that the Public expect more for their Half* Crown than 
was provided . In imitation of our most compliable Ad mini* 
STRATfON, I hzvt jneldid to their hungry wishes^ and cooked 
up a pretty dish of Bubble and S<^U£ ak. 

The Composition is Elegiac, that is to say, full of com* 
plaint and tenderness : and I have moreover baptized it a Je^ 
nm^ad, on account of a tender and sublime resemblance be* 
tween m)f Song and the Songs of the Prophet. The Birth of 
my Jerentt''ad immediately succeeded riTT*s and Gren* 
viL L £ *s two celebrated Bills of Terror. 

It pathetically lamenteth the fallen state of one kA our most 
admired T GET Sf videlicet. Myself 1 and is addressed to Mr. 
George Rose, of the Treasury, a pains- taking man, of low 
extraction, pitiful talents, and or no education t but who, find* 
ing, in his journey from Scotland to England, a couple of lad* 
ders, very much like those employed by Messieurs Pitt, 
DuNDAs, jENKiNSON, and Co. called Impudbmce and Per- 
severance, ascended, like the aforesaid ^o/^ Gentlemen, to 
nearly the same plane of elevation t shewing thereby the little 
or no importance of Merit and Modesty towards the attain- 
ment of Fortune and Honours* 
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A JEREMI-AD. 

ADDRESSED TO 

GEORGE ROSE, ESQ^ OF THE TREASURY. 



Wi 



HERE is tfee pow^f df Fb-tbr ?i--wbew tfic ifttito 

Tlrat from the Porcupine at Folly flew ? 
Where, where his camion that in thtrnder kilbf 
The sword of Satihe that its thousands slew ?' 

The voice that like the rams-boms lerellM waDs^. 

Ha»lo8t ite fury — to a whisper dietf!' 
The look of Pi t t the Poet^ tonffue'afppals ! 

« Curs'd be the Fard!" thcroEmciAN cries; 

What fine large shot Was mine for high^-cnywaM heads! 

Those glorious pheasants ! Aobk cookfrandbhenft! 
But now of srnaliersizt I cas&mj lead^, 
Forc'd (what a paltry mark!) to fire at tcrefis^ 

No rnore I smile at Buc amV fair house, 

Nor sharpen, for a King, and Queen, my wit; 

No more indulge my humour with a louse. 
Content with humbler game to crack a- nit. 

Now Madam Schwellenberg her ass may straddle. 

And Jack may fly before a poking pin ; 
The Lady, frighten'd, tumble from the saddle. 

And shew her lovely legs without a grin. 

The Bard, who bullied Quality with song. 

Must to the iron times his genius suit ; 
The Bard, in energy divinely strong — 
The Bard, whose voice was thunder, mvsthtmute. 

In 
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In Tain I gnash my teeth— my hour is o*er; 

The Statesman triumphs! — all my cunning foils! 
He careth not five farthings for my roar. 

But mocks the lion struggling in his toils! 

A hopeful Cedar near th' Aonian fount, 

I push'd my daring top into the skies; 
Grac'd with my large, laxuriant limbs the moun^ 

And drew the wonder of a million eyes ! 

Struck [not illumined) by their Anger's flame. 
Amid the work of terror, shook my form! 

Low to the earth, my head with rev'rence came. 
And own'd the passing Genius of the Storm! 

Who, who could fancy such disgrace, alas! 

Heav'ns! what a change! — a migh^ change prevails ! 
The secwid King of Babylon at grass! 

Satire's Archangel £ill*n to feed on snails/ 

Since Pitt and Grenville, daring dreadful things. 

Full of their magnanimities ^ agree 
That Peter shall not laugh at Queens and Kings, 
Permit me, gentle George, to laugh at Thee. 



LIBERTY'S 
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UBERTTs LAST SQUEAK; 

COMTAIMtMO 

Bn Elegiac TBaim, 

An Ode to an Informer, an Ode to Jurymen, 

AMD 

Crumhi ef Comfort for the Grand Informer* 



Now farewell to fair Buckinoham-Housb ; 

To Windsor, to Richmond, and Kew j 
Farewell to the Tale of the Louie \ 

Mother Red-cap^ and Mon archs, adieu t 



\ 



48 liberty's last squeak. 

But wherefore not laugh at a— ? 

And wherefore not laugh at a — ? 
A laugh is a laudable thmg» 

When people are silly and mean* 

When we paid Civil List without strife, 
When we paid the old Quack for bis cure. 

When we pray'd at Peg Nicholson's knife» 
The K — laugh'd at -Us, -to %c sure. 

E'en the Minions of Courts will escape; • 
DuNDAS, Pitt, and Jenky, and Rose, 

Yes, Satire gets into a scrape;, , *,i 

If she takes the lour R — s by the nose« 

No more must ye laugh at an ass; ^ 

No more run on Topers a rig, 
Since Pitt gets as drunk as 33undas« 

And DuNDAs gets as drunk as a pig. 

A laugh at a Delegate hurts; . 

Yes, 'twere dangerous to hazard your sneers; 
And mock the sweet 'mercy of Courts, f 

That returnM him his forfeited ears. 

I 

I 

Now farewell to fair Buckingham-hou»e, 
To Windsor, and Richmond, and Kew ; 

Farewell to the tale of the LouseJ 

Mother Red-cap, and MoNARcjiS^ atlieul 

Like ferrets, since all must be muzzled, 

(And muzzled indeed we shall be I J 
Say, Pitt, (for I'm grievously puzzled) . . * 

May we venture a htxTse^laugh at Thee ? 
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ODE 
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ODE TO AN INFORMER. 



xN OW is the ^ime, my Friend — 'tis now of cever-^ 
Help, help of Government the 6o/d endeavour; 

So lately through a deep consumption rubbing, 
FiiSROGATivE*8 upoo his legs again ! 
He widds his knotty club with might and main. 

For long the Land has needed a sound drubbing ! 

Prerogative, ye Gods ! will soon look fierce, 
Hunt with his hounds the shops for prints and verse^ 

And ikid the likenesses of meti on high-^ 
Make of the Booksellers and Bards a hash— - 
Smell nmt rebellion in a stf^r or dash^ 
, Afid bid the sneering culprit hang or fly. 

Whoever men^ns pig^ or goose^ or pens^ 
Skim-^ilk^ or cw/i, or tmu-^rupsy cocks ^ and heiis^ 
Or Frogmore Fite^ or charities^ or bulse^ 
The Turnkey soon shall feel the culprit's pulse. 

Whoever says that Majesty is rich^ 
Or calk Dame Schwellenberg a smuggling 3—, 
Or swears Hypocrisy has dwelt in Courts^ 
Blasphemes, speaks treason, and with edge tools sports. 

Who says bf Wimbledon a slighting word. 

Where Pitt, the Punch of Showmah Harry, 
steals 

To kai-n State-Bricks, behold the vengeful sword 
Overtaking soon the swiftest pair of heels \ 

Who mentions Richmond's courage, or bis <?««/*, 
^Must think upon the Stock's ignoble holes. 

Vol. IV. F Whoever 
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•Whoever cbristcns but his Dog ^ Tom Payne, 
(And many an itching ton<yue can scarce refrain), 

The cur and master shall be brougrht to shame— 
Nay, Tow^ a common christian name for Cats, 
Must(|ie; and lo, the Hanoverian rats 

Already lose the Ua?ioveria7i name. 

The name Tom Payne, should c*cn^a Parrot cry. 

Make out his mitthuus, and let him die : 

Strike me that Bullfinch on the jaw. 

That dares to warble ga ira> 

God save the Ki/igf the world must sing or sa^; 

God save' the Kingy tiie ballad of the day ! 

Our dogs shall learn of royalty to bawl, 
Our oTdts, from roof to roof, of C«sar squall ; 

The beetles buz with loyalty along — 
The very owl •• God sate the King /** shall learn ; 
And barn, at midnight, hoot to brother bam; 

And bat shall shriek to bat th' inspiring song. 

What Journeyman will dare to mention wages 9 

Who talk about the hardships of the Poor? 
, OfF with the villains to their iron cage?. 

Where whip-arm'd Justice guards the gloomy door ! 

E*en on a royal horse, or sheep, or cur. 
Let subjects, if they dare it, cast a slur? 

All that a Palace holdeth smells of God : 
A Page's call is glory to our ears: 
A Cook's salute a load of honour bears; 

Nay, honour dwelleth in a Scullion's nod* 

Shoot all those grumbling rascals, the Dissenters, 
And hano; their hearts, like butchers meat, on toilers; 

Fellows that fain would be Court-Gospel Makers : 
Impale. the i^o;tt-fac*d, unbelieving Jews ; 
And then the knife of Justice to amuse. 

Cut out the tongues of all the groaning Quakers ! 

Return, 
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Rdarn, return, ye glorious days a^en. 
When Pow'r, the Giant, muzzled toiigue and pen ; 
Saw what the soul w^ thinking, through the eye. 
And crush 'd it for a treasonable sigh ! 

The voice of Liqerty has roarM too long! 
Pull out the wide-mouth'd strumpet's lawless tongue ! 
Off with the wonted crown that decks her head, 
And place the proper Fool's-cap in its stead. 
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SECOND ODE TO AS INFORM HR. 



The great Post inviteth a great Informer to great Wickedness ! 



JLV — f let thy soul enjoy the bdur! 
See Night her grisly spectres pour! 

The dock proclaims her at her highest noon ; 
Lone Silence shall our work befriend, 
Her shoes of cygnet down shall lend ; 

The cloud's black mantle muffle the pale moon. 

Newgate to brothor Tower shall roar aloud : 
•* So thick the piis'ners my dark dwelling crowds 

** I cannot put a pin between the knaves; 
•* And glutted too, am I, and I, and I." ' 
The Tow'r am: echoing jails around reply— 
** And 1, and I, each loaded Compter rares*'* 

The sated Pillory shall roar : 

•* I'm tir'd, I'm tir'd — can squeeze no more.** 

The Gibbet, surfeited with death, shall groan; 
Andy shtiddering, lo^ at human woes^ 
The Tomb its pond'rous jaws shall close. 

While Pity's fruitless tear embalms the stone. 

Ph! would kind Night extend th' eternal shade, 
And help, in MtJROER's cause our panting breath ! 

For, lo! to Murder with his reeking blade. 

The beam of Morning seems the gloom of death. 

Lo, "where the Innocents repose. 
Our longing hands shall scatter w6es» 

And 
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And Fear shall whiten ev'ry haggard face* 
Sly to Uie pHlow will wc creep. 
Dash with rude arm the bonds of Sleep , ' 

And drag a husband from a wife 9 embrace. 

In vain shall Terror lift the suppliant ciy v 
Our hearts, two rugged rocks, the sound defjr* 

Behold, behold a youth ivith muddled brain. 
Reeling, the Lord knows where, a little drunk. 
Perhaps to slumber with a fav'rite punk : 

The Rascal mutters Freedom and Tom Patme* 

Soon, like a pair of eagles on a pig. 

On this poor midnight- 8.troller let us fall: - 

Drag him before the Justice and his Wio, 
And swear to treason that he did not bawl. 

This will be pleasant to our. Lords on high» 

Who call the uuder^world of man. 

An assish, mulish, packhprse clan. 
Shreds of mortality, va|h scornful eye. 

Look to the histories of ancient times. 

Their pleasant prose, and tale-recording rhimes : 

Kings were God's images — reves'd tJie throne : 
Submission then, indeed, with eye-balls lowering. 
And suppliant hands and pray'r, and forehead cow'ring. 

Spoke treason, if she callM her soul her own. 

Knock down the man who out of reason rules ; 
Believes that M9NARCHS can be rogues and fooI»« 
Virtues. are transferable, just like stock. 
With tittf-pass, that dignifies a block. 

Titl^ on UoLigES^ confep a bloom — 
Bids carrion ^drop its stenc]^^ an4 breathe perfume- 
To paiaces converts the n^anest house. 
And with an eagit^s pinion, mounts the mouse* 

/ - F3 Saddk 
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Saddle black Despot for the field, so strong* . 

With such a spirit as no curb can tstme : 
His cbest* like Job's wild horse, ^yith thunder hunc^, 
' With nnouth of bleeding foam» and eye of flame« 

On Despot mounted, let us boldly ride. 
And cover mountains with the crimspn tide,' 

B and K— *, men of busy meiit. 

Shall rouse to crush the democratic spirit. 

And at the prisoners shake their lionwnanes ; 
And Curtis, now Lord-May 'r, rvrw not so small y 
Shall fill with feulprits soon tK' Egyptian Hall, 

From hedges, ditches, alleys, courts, and lanes* 

Justice shall find bri^k work upon her hand : 
Pronounce quick fate ^ and thin a miscreant land; 
Thus lucicy. thriving, make, in blood campaigns, ' 
A N^ABOB'sfotti^ne, by her ropes and chains I 



ODE 
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ODE TO JURYMEN. 



^IRS, it may Happen, by the grace of God, 
That I, Great Peteh, one Saj come before ye. 

To answer to the Man of Wig, for Ode, 
Full of sublimity, and pleasant story. 

Yes,, it may so fall out that lofty men, 

DuNDAs, and Richmond, Hawksb'ry. Fokt-. 
LAND, Pitt, 
May wisJi to cut the nib of Peter's pen. 

And, cruel, draw the holders of bis wit. 

Nay, Dame Injustice in their cause engage. 

To clap the gentle Poet in a cage ! 
And should a grimly Judge for thatk harangue. 

Don't let the Poet -of the People haftg. 

< 

What are my crimes ? A poor tame Cur am^l. 

Though iomewiW swear I've snapp'd thenvby the heels; 

A puppy's pincA^ that's all, I don't deny; 

But Lord ! how sensibly a Great Man feels ! 

A harmless joke, at times, on Kings and Queens ; 

A little joke on lofty Elarls and Lords ; 
Smiles at the splendid homage of Court scenes. 

The modes, the manners, sentiments, and words : 

A joke on Marg'ret Nicholson's mad Knights ; 

A joke upon the shave of Cooks at Court, 
Charnis the fai^MusE, and eke the world deli^^hts ; 

A pretty piece of inoffensive sport. 

Lo, in a little inoffensive smile. 

There lurks no lever to o'erturn the State 

And King and Parliament! intention vile J 
And hurl the Qu£|;n of Nations to her fate. 

- No 
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No gunpowder my modest garrets hold. 

Dark lanterns, blunderbusses, masks, and matches ; 
Few words my simple furniture unfold ; 

A bed, a stool, a rusty coat in ][$atche8# 

Carpets, nor chandeliers so bright, are mine': 
Nor micrors, ogling Vanity to please ; 

Spaniels, nor lap-dogs, with their furs so fine: 
Alas ! my little livestock are— my fleas ! 

No, Sirs! 1 wish -not to blow up the realm I 

But thus I've pray'd — " Her life may Albion keep! 

** Curs'd be the treach'rous fiends, who, at the helm, 
*^ Would sink the Vessel in the gaping D^ep ! 

** May Liberty sit ^r;?/ upon her throne; ^ 

" And he who dai*es to shake her, vengeance meet, 
** No matter what his grandeur— let him groan, 
' *^ And Hell's best brimstone the black miscreant 
sweat! 

** No longer, like his dough,. may our Lord May'r 
•* Turn pliable, and join the busy Reeves^ — 

" State Jackall hunting through the midnight air, 
" Like Bow- street blood-hounds in pursuit of thieves ! 

*' And should a Judge (a Jefferies) rush to l-ili; 

"Fierce, like the Lybian Savage from his den ; 
** Their glorious pow'rs, at once, may Jurj.es feel, 

** And still sublimei;, feel that they are Men ! - 
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May Richmond's Duke, of valour find increase, 
** And, by exaniple^ fire the Soldier souls; 
** Ta invalids afi^brd more frequent fleece, 
•' And bless the veterans with meat and coals ! 
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And may his Grace's fate-improving brains, 
•* With guns of leather rnuch old Death surprise ; 
Delight the Tyrant with his dread campaigns, 
*' And send his jpale dominions •sast supplies, 

"May 
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'* May BftisDEKELLVhead in sense* and grace improve ! 

•* In mercy's balm may B— 's heart be rich— 
*• Feel for a sheep-stealer a little love ; 

** Whose fur-clad paws alike for mutton itch ! 

•• May Health, 8V7eet Health, attend on Civil List, 

** So very apt to sink in a decline : 
*• Whom Doctor Pjtt with med'cines can assist— 

** A great Physician, whose prescriptions shine f 

** May Kings and Queens, whom much the Muse 
reveres^ 
** With wotifed charity themselves compart; 
** And Lady Truth approach the Royal ears, 

" And Lady Wisdom be receiv'd at Court ! 

* 

•* No more in Courts may weeds of Folly ^rive, 
** 'Mid royal smile, their sunshine, waxmg strong; 

" (Sr rosinng Laughter must be kept alive, 
** And 'Peter's Clio never want a song. 

*« May evVy King be lov'd by all the Arts; 
*^ And (*A'e may all the arts be iav^d by him s 
And when his money from the purse departif 
Not play at ducks and drakes on waves of whimi 

•• Then for a , so lofty and so sweet ^ 

' •• Let not Economy cry " Fie upon her !" 
** But may she give a pillow-case and sheet 

*^ To each poor slavish shivViag Maid of Honour ! 

•* Perdition seize jhc Miser whp denies 
•• A pittance to the helpless pining poor ; 

«* Who, millions owning, still with watchful eyw, 
** Hawks at fresh bags of gold, and screams for more. 

*• May yon Society ne*er want a heqd^ 
** Just like a paper kite that wants a tail\ ' 

** Now dipping, rising, wild at random led, 

*' Up, down, here, there, the ?port of ev'ry'galc^ 

" May 
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May Curates ea'^ and rear their infant brood; 
•• Nay put a litlle fat about their bones; 
Cast from their wounded jaws the curb of blood, 
*' And dash their lawn^ileev'd. Riders on the stones ! 

And may those Lawn men, bom to happier fate, 
'• Chace not the Curate frona their grand abode ;- 
But gravely i/iink of Ifeav'n as well as prate, 
'• And give a ieg of mutton to their GoD !*' 

How base to preach of God*s cxhaustless store; 

Of treasures that to mortals will be ^iven ; 
Yet sooner trust (as though they thought it poor) 

The Bank of England than the Bank of Heav'n ! 

How vile to preach of Heav'n- large interest, too. 
Seeming to place dependance on its word; 

Yet on sky "Credit look so very blue. 

As though 'twere dangerous lending to the Lord ! 

Such is my song and fervent pray'r, and now 
To Pitt, Dundas, and JeKkinson, I bow. 

That 8i>otle89 Trinity of courtly pow'r I 
A democratic raven, tutn'd court throttle ! 
A persecutttigVAVi.f a meek Apostle! 

The foulest weed, the valley's fairest flow'r ! 
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CRUMBS OP COMPORT 

FOR THI 

GRAND INFORMER. 



X^ORD ! R ! why, what a most unlucky Chap ! 

What ! Thou a prisoner in our hard State trap. 

The roaring Laon df Administration ! 
Then Sheridan has uad6*d the Beast at last; 
LockM, in the iron gin of Justice, fast: 

Fun for men, women, children of the natbn ! 

R , Tcrily 'twas too barcfacM to say 

Saint Stephen's Members might be sA^m away. 

And injure not the Bodtf — what a dream ! 
Nay, that our Lords may feel alike the blade^-^ 
Those precious Umbs^ so sheltering with cool shade. 

From Despotism's intolerable beam ; 
Lopp'd ofF, without an injury to Trunk 1 
Say, great Informer, wert thou mad ox drunk? 

I ne'er said suck rude things in all my life ! 
A joke upon a Great Man and his Wife 

Forms all i»y siuy though Courtiers foam around : 
J, with my pretty brazen Pin and small ^ 
Just scratched the pretty flow'ry capital; 

But Thou would'stdrag the Column to Hit ground! 

• 
Pitt wishes to put forth his hand to sate ; 
And Giant Wyndham, too, his humble Slave, 

Sees thee with grief th6 Jenant of the gin : 
But London views thee with a scornful smile- 
Hears with much glee thy l^owl, and marks thy toil. 

And looks with triumph on thy suffering skin. 

"Is 
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•* Is this the Bat," cries London, *' to devour 
** The simple Flies, at n\idnight's silent hour, 

** Wheeling, with hunger keen, from street to street? 
** Is this the mousing Owl, that darkling stole 
'^ In quest of harmless victims from his h6le ; 

.** The Bud obscency whom now our mock'ries meet \ 

V 

** The Jwp, whose heart delights in Nature's sights 
** The Eves^dropper^ with damned prying eyes, 

«* Who hunts th' unwary foT the fangs of State! 
.** Is this the Justice, of niost foul report^ 
*• Who, proud to please the Minions of a C-— , 

** Unsated, (a staunch blood-hound) pants iot fate? 

•* Is this the Demon ^ the sworn foe of light, 
** Curs'd by the beauteous Wanderers of the night ; 
** Whose *ok/ in Mis'ry's moan a music bears, 
** And toad-like, feeds its poison on her tears ? 

** Is thb tV iNf'ORMER, that, with bellowing breath, 
** To whips and jails, each son of Freedom dooms ; 

** Whose life (misnomer'd life) is death^ rank deaths 
•' Putridity — the noisome ^/encA oi Tombs?** 

Such is the cry of London, luckless R " ■ ■, • 
In language coarse !— not good enough for Thieves /| 
Yet, man, despair not — Courts can set thee ^ee— 
And Courts are known to pity R like thee. 
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Well! in acome— Kmo Gevroc to town,- 
With delist Rod zweet a^ netmeg brown, 

The horaei all in smoke ; 
HuEzain, trampetin, and dringin, 
Red colours -vleein, roarin, zmgin| 

Zo mad simmM ail the voke. 
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PROMISED thee, dear Zester Nan, 
That thee shudst hear from Beet her ' Jxfi, " ^ 

Aboat the Kino tpey speed* 
And now I zet me dowft ttf wtfte^ * 
To tell the ev'ry thing ^Kitrigbt^ > * 

The whole tnat I've azetd. 
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Now meend ibc, Nan! all Ex Teh town 
Was gapin, rennin up afid down,. 

Vath, just leek vokes bewitch 'd \ . 
Lord! how they lang'dto zee the King;* 
To hear un zay zom marv*il<nU'thmg! 

Leek mangy dogs they itch'd; 

Leek bullocks sting M by appledranes, 
Currantin it about the lanes, 

Vokes theese way dreav'd and that,; 
2om~hootin| heavin, soaUq, hawlin! 
Zom in the mucks, and peUomsprawlin; 

Leek pancakes all zo flat. 

Hosses and mares, assnegers, moyles^ 
Leaping the hedges, ditches, stiles, 

Hunderds commM in at least; 
Gallbpin, trattin, spurrin, vallin, 
Hallooin, laoghin, cryin, equawlin^ 

Vour mounted 'pon one beast. 

G2 
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The TLadies Tfom the winders all 

Pok'd yortb their powl^, both gert and small ; 

Ecod, there were a power : " 
Their hair zo white I'd zexpence stake^ 
That from their powls Td fairly shake -' 

A dezen sacks o' vlower. 

Tt> spoil good vlower, a spendthrift crew? 
OuLD Time wuU whitten vast anew. 

The locks o'ani) never fear; 
Bezides, it is a burnin shame. 
And making of Gop's gifts a game^ 

Considenn corn's so dear. ' 

And yet the perty maids, I vow. 
Make me vorgive, I can't tell how, 

Thoft 'tis a serious matter: 
BiU what wey zich have J to do ? 
Vor Joan and Nell» and Madge and Sue, 

My moudie must only water. 

But than agan, Iss can't but zay, 
Iss could look at mun a whole day, 

They look'd zo vair and vresh ; 
Its long'd to gee zome hearty smacks 
Upon &eir litde rosy chacks. 

They seem'd zech wholsome vlesh* 

Well! in a Gome— Kmo George to town. 
With doust and zweat ai& netmeg brown. 

The hossef all in smoke ; 
Huzzain, tnimpetiti, and dringin, 
Hed colours vleeing, roarin, zmgin, 

Zo mad simm'd all the voke. 

Wipin his zweatty jaws and pouU, 

All over doust we spy'd 'Squia£ Rolle, 
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Close by the King's qooch trattia : 
>^ow shovin xa ihe coach his head. 
Meaning, we.giss'd, it might be zed, 

" The *SquiRE andJCiKG U chattui.** 

Now goted the Aldermen and May'r,* 
Znxn wey crapp'd wigs, and zum wey hair ; 

The royal Voke to * ken.; 
When Mcaster Ma'Y'r, upon my word, ^ 

Pok*d to the King a gert long sword, . 

Which he pok'd back agen. 

• • • 

Now thoose that round Ould Subnet stood» 
A]\ zweard it clumzily was dood ; 

Yet Squirt, the peepel zay, 
BrandishM his ^ert horsc-glysterpipe. 
To make un in his lesson ripe, 

That took up half a day. 

Now down along Vore^eet did they coiiie» 
Zum hallo win, and screechin zum ; 

Now tridg'd they to the De'an*s> 
Becaze the Bishop zent raun word, 
A could not meat and drink avoor'dr 

A hadnH got the means« 



A zaid, '* that az voi he,. poor noan,. 

«.' A had not got a pot nor pan, 

** Nor spoon, norknive, nor vork;- 
« That he was weak, and ould, and squeal^ 
•* And zeldom made a hearty meal; 

*• And zeldom. draed a cork.'^ 

Indeed a was^a -moderate tnan,. 

And zo war all the clargy clan 

* Mr. Burnet, 

G $ That 
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That with un utM to chatter; 
WVio if a ax'd mun to drink wine* 

To one the wothci* they tipp'd the «gn. 
And h^g^^d his charming water* 

••.Ag<) as vor rooms, why there ageo, 
*• A could not lodge ;i cock nor hjcn, 

•* They war so small," he «iid; 

And as Tor beds they wudn't io-^* - 
** In number about one or two, 

*^ Vor zelf and Joan the maid* 

** In Toolish things a wndn't be cort 5 
** *Twas stoopid to treat voket Tor nort; 

•* No, 'twas not his dezlre: 
** Prcfarment too, was at an ttid; 
*• llxe King wud never rriore vor'n zend» 

*• To lift*n one peg higher." 

And yet the zay's a man of ^ense. 
Honest and just, but hoardth his pence—* 

Can^t peart wey drink nor meat : 
And then, •« what vor," the pecj4e rafl, 
•* To grease a vat old pig in the tail ; 

•* Old Weymoxjth of Loagleat!" 

Well to the Dean's bounce in they went. 
And all the day in rounchin spent^ 

And guzlin too, no doubt: 
And while the Gentry drinkM within* 
The^OB wey brandy, ale and gin„ 

Got iroann drank without. ^ 
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jl\ OW Vriday morning sheened fo briglit ; 
But zome were up bevore twas light : . 

. Wcy zounds the streets did ling : 
** Lordy Lord, than toSc^ wer yow to blest, 
** To zee the show aniong the rest? 
«' Did jow then zee the King i** 

f 

Now droo a small* back-door wey stairs, 
KimG/Geoeoe went Torth to zay hb pray*rs; 

A pure and godly sign : 
And there he took lus spyglass out, 
ScarM up and down, and all about. 

And simin'd to zay, «* 'TisTiae.'' 

Vull az an egg WtUi all the Charcb, 
Vor yokes were mad az hares in March; 

And fath it was dam quare. 
To zee ould Damps wey leathern chacks. 
Hoisted upon the fellows* backs^— 

A penny for a stare* 

The Queen, she showM zuch wive-Ieek care ; 
' Zo kind upon un zo to stare ; 

To whisper'fi) and all that ! 
And, fagcrins, people leekM it much, 
Zopleas d to zee her love vor*n suc^h— - 

To watch'n leek a cat. 

Prayers over, now he spy'd the ruff. 
And looked it round and round cnuff,. 

. * Ili«sM0^jesty did iv>t, as was eicpccted, enter In full proccssM 
the large door of the Abbey j but sl'tppM into a small private one,. 
to the-oo small mortificattoa of Messiems Mayor, Aldermen, and 
Cavalcade. 

And. 
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And zoon beglnn'd to speak: 
Zo said, " Neat, neatT— clean, ycry clean; 
*• D'ye* mop it, mop it, Measter Dean ; 

" Mop, mop it every week!" 

** Sir," zajd Dean Buller to'n agen, 
•* 'Tis not by inoppin kcep'd zo qlean^ 

** What streek'th your royal eye ; 
** Vor, Zir, in all onr Exter shops, • 

•* We never meet wey zich long mops; 

** Our mops darit reach zo high." 

All people join to praise <the Dean, 
He did zo,wel his zel demean; 
- No man behav'd more humbler : , 

Spar'd no expence — bort «very thing— . ^ 

To please forseth the Queen and King ; 
Vor which, they gin'd a tumbler, 

Vor Royal voakc, so gert withafl. 
The present simm'd most merty small ; 

And zo zed all the city : . ' - 

It was too sneaken, fath and troth— 
A poor groat glass between man both \ 

No faith ! it wazn't vitty. 

Now to the tavern rennM *SquiRE Rol|.E;^ 

To git the names of ev'ry zoul 

That wish'd King George tozee-.f 

The SquiRE most kindly tould mun too, 

How jest leek soldiers they must do- 
Bow down, and drap the knee. 

» " 

And zaid it never shod be miss'd . . ' 

That when King George's hand they kiss^'d^ .' 

* This observation really t«»ok plli:e tft Exetefj as well as at Sa^ 
lisbury, some years since; < 

t .T<^ be presented. 
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Leek visti tl^^y must be c/tmi; 
And backward^ brawl Icck crabs away: 
Good zound advice — much az tozay, 

•* Kings must not »ce your b— m.'* 

NowtridgMto Aldermen and May'ii, 
'SQUIRE KoLLE, a speech vor to prepare. 
To thank the King vbr commin : 
Lord! (cried the Ai^dermbn and Mat*r) 
WhVfMEASTER RoLLE, yow makeut ftire! 
** 'S<^uiRK RoLLE» why yow be humman t 

Why we bconly men in trade ; 

*Ti8 true a vieow good pounds • we* ve made— 

** Be tolerably rich : 

But thoff we've rak'd up zom vieow pence, 

it deth not voUow we*ve the scence 

^* To make the King a speech* 

Zend vor Recoreder— put ie too*t— - 
We'll warrant Hawtrt zooa wuD ddtf't*-, 
•* Isi, m, hell do the feat ; 
And as the man can logic chop. 
The doul's m't if he can*t cook up 
Zomethin that's short and aweet,^* 

Now Hawtrt took a world o' paia«^ 
He did so drash about his brain^ 

That was not over stor'd ; , 
But vath, outJeapM a Speech at laste,. 
That simm'd to pleaze Kino GeoroK's taste^ 

Speal'd right in evVy word. 

Npw to the rumc, to zee the Kino, 
They all ma^ch'd oflT, a clever dring; 

And there King Georoe a stude. 
Receiving bows and scrapes and kisses, 
Vor all the world leek handsome Misses^ 

Expecting to be woo'd. 
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Jolly's a tinker stude *S^uiR£ RoLLEy 

Sly winking, leek an ould grey owl, j 

To zee that nort went wrjw^; 
Zo got behend, and wcy a frown ^ I 

He puU'd near twenty o'mun down 

And twenty droad along. 

The King stude patient as a stock, 
Vour hours at least by Exte!*clock,. 

It zafely might be waager'd ; . 
Zom makin ti^eir vine reirrencc spurn'd, 
The King was nearly overturned, ' 

A Gosh ! a was so baclgerV, . 

Tag rag and bobtail, all tdss^nl hands, 
Vrom neighb'ring pearts and TOfdgn buid»;^ 

Aye ! kissing 'twas anuflP-* 
Had not the hand beed ti^ put o«. 
It was zo msdnly smack'd ispoii-. 

The voke had Jciss'd it off: 

I . • • . - - » 

And fatlv^o vnmadj fust was madex , 

'fiout dress amungst the men ia tia^ .* 

They thort o* no ^jtch thingj , . . 

Wey derty sharts aftd grimly beardf» 
Much leek a orreazy ^n^ o' kcard% 

They shuffled vore the King. 

Now Varmer Tab, runderstand, 
Drode his legs vore, anfd catchi'd the hznd, 

, And shak'd wey might atid rnain : . 
** I'm glad your Medjjesty to zee, * 
** And hope your Medjesty (quoth he) ' 

** Wu II near be »»tf/i/ again,'" 

•* Maz'd ! maz'd! what's max^df** thkn «d the Km« ; 
*^I never hecr'd of nch a thing ; ' , ' 

» «« What's maz'dr—w\KX^ what, my Lord V* 
** Hem," zed my Lord, and Uow'd lusnotie ; 
** Hem,. hem^-SiR, 'tis, I do suppose, 
• * Si r—- an old Dcv 'nshire word . ' • 

And 
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And then my Lord a scratch 'd hts head. 
And coughing wance or twis9« be zed : 

«* rU try to vend it out :*• 
And then agen he hemmM and haad. 
And puzlin while his pate a daw'd-— 
King Georgs he tem'd aioutm 
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'OM thort tbe KtKG wud march about^ 
And show his xdf a bit» no doubt; 

Zee Guildhall, Circus, Castle | 
Vor this, LoRti Fosky gid'n a'shove ; 
But virm's a rock, nort made^n move, 

Zo 'twas in vain to wrastle. 

fiut this a did— now this was kihd— 
Knowin the people'H Ibtlging mind. 

And being pretty tall, 
A stude *pon s tiptoes, it is zed ; 
And condescending, pok'd his head 

Oirer the Bishop's wall. 

Zam of the £xter vokes suppose 
The plainly zeed his royal nose^ 

And zum his royal eyes ; 
And, Lord ! whatever peart they teed. 
In this thev one and all agreed, 

^Twat^rious^ gert, and wize* • 

'Tis zed, and I beliinre 'tis true, , 
Heeid (but lookin rether blue) 

Tne Hospital a ken : 
'Twas all a gid; but than quoth he, 
**' I'll zome&ing gee, my Loed, dy'e zee, 

«« When I come here agcn." 

This, to be zure, look'd cruelVm^ 
Towards the zick, and lame, and blind ; 

What's thy opinion. Nan ? 
But rat it, theve net zeed a doit ; 
Zo 'tes no very gert exploit 

Of our Samaritan. 
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Zlch perty promi$fs, egbsh J 

<iB^eem words o'ci»e— a pack 6'trosb; 

Wind, faith 1 net one crumc better; • 
I leek to zee voakcs dra the p^fst; 
Parlaver is not worth a cuss ; 

1 hate to hearvoakcs chetter. 

Bat now to please the RoyaJ chops, 
Presents vallM in as thick as hops, 

Vish, vlesh, and vowl, and vruit; 
*Twas who shujd lay, I zcnt the Kino 
!* Zich, zich, and zich, and ztch a thing;'* 

The Tokes were nmd to do't. 

Now let me tell thee, Zester Nan, . 

The King's a jolley gentleman, j^ 

The Queen not very ugly ! 
Az vor the Princesses, sweet souls. 
With rose chucks, and flaxen poUs 

They angels look'd sp smugly. 

Mayhap, yow i^ud be glad to know 
Zom more 9bout the Queen, 1 trow— 

I think I've zed anuff : 
What voakes in general zay, ts this : 
** The Oman is not much amiss, 

And tak'th a power o' snuff/' 

But Milliners of Exter zwear, 

Xhat Uer's and all her Daughters' gect^ 

W^as shellings net worth thirty ; 
That, Lord ! they wear'd but little laces, 
Xheir zilks mertblish to show their faces. 

Quid fashion'd, stripp'd, and dirty. 

Now woundy mad was* Me aster Mare, 
Xo think a shud a veast prepare, 

♦ Burnet, the plumber. 
Vol. IV, H V Of 
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Of vlcsh, and vowl, and vish ; 
Of ham, and tcrkic, gooze and mustard, 
Duraplin, aad apple-pyc, and custard. 

As ffood az mouthe could wish. 

Vor whan unto King George a ztnds, .. 
To tell'n the Aldermen, his vriends, 

Wud all be glad to zcc'n ; ^ 
The King no notice tuVie, 'tis zaid, 
But, leek a pi^ky, laugh'd and play 'd; 

To push-pin wcy the Queen. , 

Zo there the meal, vorzooth, was spoil'd, 
The bak'd and toast, and vry 'd and boifd , 

Oh I 'twas a dismal day ; 
The zyder, brandy, wine, and ale. 
The gert gold* chair to hold his tail. 

Was money droad away. 

It, when King George did leave the town. 
The Aldermen, in red fur gown, 

And Mare, vore Guildhall houzc, 
Vurst havin had a littk vecding. 
Leek soldiers formed, to show their breeding, . 

And make their Zenday bows. 

The King, he spy'd mun vrom his coach, 
Wey faces not pleaz'd over much. 

That did un much 4elight : 
The Bench keep'd bowin up and down, 
• Till all the bosses rumps they vound. 

And King's were out o' zight. 

Than home they lerk'd, and drapt their furs- 
And tails between their legs leek curs. 

Became they war zo zlightcd ; 
But what was ten times worse, poor souls. 
Their wives leek devils claw'd their polls, 

Becaze they didn't git knighted. 

*■ Ma4e expressly, at a very great expenct : iitdeed it did credit 
to thej.berality of the Corporation. «^^«,„^ 'ir«^ 
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NOW, Zesteb Nan, by this yow ace. 
What zortof vokes o£rt People be; 

What's chenj/ thoft, is dome; 
And, Zesier, now 1 do believe. 
That after this you daan't much grieve, 

Became you staid at home* 

Theeze once I Ve made my self a rool. 
And now I fed my courage cool 

For seeing Royal Things: 
And whan my Bible next I rede, 
Zo leet I woiship all the breed, 

I*D ikeTp the hook of Kings* 
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OUT AT LAST! 

THE FALLEN MINISTER. 



"Prtcumbit kumi Boi, - ViKO i l. 



<^ He^s down! amid St. Stbphen*s walls, 
<< The mighty Beast in Thunder ftUs."* 
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OUT AT LAST ! 

0«, 

THE FALLEN MINISTER. 
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'OME time ago tbe Lyric Petee^ 

With much sublimity of metre. 
Did prophesy a Minister would tumble/ 

To verify the Poet's ode, * 

Behold it pleaseth Man and God, 
In anger, his High Mightiness to humble! 

Good Man! but not l^e Man of Ross; 

He's down ! procumbit humi Bos. 

How like unto a crow or rook, 

Shot near his nest, (a mortal wound) , 
He hung and bled, with downcast look. 

Before he soos'd tt last to ground ! 
Yes ! like those black birds much too long we saw 
The Culprit bainging by a single claw* ' 

What a vile bramble he has been. 

May now with half an eye be seen.— 
Look at us! — What poor shiv'ring sheep, alack I 

Naked and lank — most closely shprn ! 

This hooking dragf^ing Imp has torn 
The healthful, warming fleece from every back! 

Gone! gone some good-for-nothing fibs to treat; 

But woe to that poor sheep which dar'd to bleat/ 

Sing Heavenly Muse, to whom our wool all goes : 
To warm Dundas, Long, Wyndham, C^anning^ 
Rose, 

Old 
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Old Liverpool and Cub, with each compeef.— 
While they carousing swill'd their toa^t and $ack^ 
We bit, in angCiish, musty bread and black, 

And writhing got the gripes from dead small-beer. 

** Try Pitt again," some fools exclaim. 

He has been tried and tned arid tried^^-^ 
The hobbling Nation, still more lante. 

Has now nor crutch, nor ass to ride. 
•• He'll mend^*^ they roar. — He mend! the Mummer—* 
Aye, mend just like sour ale in summer. 
Lo, then, our sad State Carpenter dismissal * 

No longer now his bungling ar^ befools: 
Yet from the service when the man was hiss*d. 

Why leave behind his Budget and his Tools? 

Glad as a bird that 'scapes the kite, I'll drop 

The lamentations of poor Jerei^i'ah ; 
Of gay Pindarics open a fresh shop. 

And pour the song of triumph with Isaiah. 



READER, in this my Lyric Odb> 

I imitate a Man of God ; 
That Poet of sublimity, Isaiah : 

A man of quality, of note ; 

Of arms possessing a rich coatj 
A Brother to the great King Azari aH'. 

Lord ! bow thePoET did despatta^ 

The Babylonian Monarch with his satire! 

Were I to talk so of a British Kings 

What were my fate?- Alas !• a string ! 
Not strihgy dear reader, that lii^shBuMfrdeeht^h 
But strhg that twines at Newgate round our mch*, 



ODE 



\... 
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ODE OF TRIUMPH. 



' JL 0$SING.poor£N'GLisHM£Nia scorDt 

The Bull no more exalts his horn! 
Thank God, the Beast is put at last to pound f 

And that he never may get out. 

To make another cursed rout. 
Forms many a hearty prayV and wish profound. 

WHiat! 18 there not me song of sorrow. 
One tear of pity ? — Let me say. 
There's neither dirge nor tear to-day ^ 

Whatever there may be to-morrow. 
Nay, cannons roar applause — the bells are ringing— 
And Earth, rejoicing, breaketh into tinging. 

No more he turns the burning globe; 
But on a dunghill, just Uke Job. 
Scratching, surveys his melancholy plight ! ^ 

No more with Hal, his chum, to booze, 
. And for the State's salvation snooze. 
He bids the Clarets and Champaigns good night. 

But hark! Old England's Genius sings !. 

(Sounds that will pierce the ears of Kings) 
•* Harpoon'd art thou at last, thou flound'nng porpoise*— 

" Thou who hast swallow'dall my rights, 

V Gobbling the mightiest y\%i like mites— 
•• Devohring like a sprat my Habeas Corpus* 

•* Thou who didst bind my sons in chains, 

•* And nearly beatedst out tneir brains, 
•• And fear their wrath might kindle riot ; 

•* And after binding them in chains, 

•« And nearly beating out their brains, 
••Pidst cry— *How tame they lie, poor things! how quictP 

** Thou 
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** Thou who didst groaning Prisoners keep 
** In Cold-bath Fields^ like hapless sheep 

*• Whom horrid butchers mean to slay; 
*• Where Aris with his iron-rod, 
** The Pluto of the dark abode, 

** Roasted and broil'd in cook-like way, 
" The victims of his power and pride, 
** And damn'd them all before they died. 

" Art thou the Caitiff, with imperious frown, 

•• Who o'er the Bard didst hold thy hempen stringi 
-•• Threatening to hang him, if, to please the town, - 

** He dar'd to fmil<; or wink at Q — or K—- ; 
** Or dar'd (no ttwjtter how divine the Songs) 
•* To chaunt of Dumplings, Sheep, or Parson YouNGt| 
** To mention kine and corn, and Famin:^'8 groans; 
** Recotrd wit Royal, and craok jokes on Thrones ^^ 

Bold hast thou said, ** Supreme I'll prate— 

•< I toiii be Minister of State. 
** And swill from night to morn the Nation's wine: 

** I win get drurik with honest Hal : 

** The bottle my dear constant Baal, 
^' 111 daily kneel and hiccup at his shrine. 

** Snoring upon the State machine 

** My drowsy Brother shall be seen, 
*• Who from his cradle never heard the Lark. 

•• I- grant the man the wheels will ciog^ 

*• Lazy as Ludiam*s lazy dog, 
*^ That held his head against the wall to hdrk* 

" His nose may like the bull-frog roar— 

** The State shall pay hiixi for the wore. .^ 



** I'll buffet Opposition's waves; 
** I have my creatures and my slaved; 



u 



For 
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«* For .any borough will I bring my man in": 

•* Tbe poorest that crawls I'll raise, 
. ** To yield his incense-pot of praise, 
** From Greek-mouth'dBsLGRAVE, to lame-Latin Can- 
ning. 

** ni pennon any fool or knave ; 

** Tlie Nation's pocket, my poor slave, 
*• Shall open, nor dare make a pother — 

** GiFFORp, that crooked Babe of Grace, 

**- And Canning too, shall be in place^ 
^^ And get a pension for his Mother. 

•^ Ev'n Gil — V — R*8 Cobbler shall comefbrth, 
** And hammer to the world my worth— 

" Come 

Lame-Latin Canniko.]— This Genf/tfrnon was rsvtt^tftf from his 
OpppsitiOn-Frienda on account of 9Uppoitd esetraordintiry talents. A 
~compIefeer take-in of the Knowing'imei was never 'more laughablf 
experienced amongst the Black-legs of the Turf. His ** Iter ad 
Meccam,'* for the University Prize, exhibited suck proofs of 
ideas and scholarship as put the poor Dean of Christ-Church 
to the blush. The Jfrst effort was condemned to the flames^ 
though it obtained the Prize: the second was a cobbled piecd of 
\rork between Mr. CamnikO and SoMKSoDf of Christ-Church, 
which with difficulty passed muster^ 

G— V— ft's CoAA/er.]— This is a most extraordinary fellow, spe- 
culatively virtuous, and practically wicked— for. ever bellowing 
in the cause of Religion and Morals, yet in the daily practice of 
crvery thing that should fix him at the cartas tail.^To justify the 
above assertions, accept, . Reader, a «ni€i// sketch of his life, and 
Ulufrh for the depravity of Human Nature ! Taken from a Cob- 
bler^s Stall at Ashburton, a little town in Devonshire, by Mr. 
CooKESLT, a Surgeon of that place, who mistook the itch of rhyme 
for the inspiraticn of the Muses, he was, by a subscription of the 
gentlehien of the town and neighbOurliood, placed at a Grammar 
School, and afterwards sent to Exetier College — At this College, 
after his daily occupations of toiling the bell, waiting at dinner, 
-and lighting the candles, he Amused himself with wriiing scanda- 
lous lampoons on ihe> heads of the College, as well as other re- 
spectable characters of the University— Noticed however by a Cler- 
Igyman, he was introduced to. Earl G. Vho soon found an honour' 
4ible empleyment for him, luckily for bis Lordship^s pleasures, and:^ 

fortuuau;Iy 
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" Come liobbling (bftfe ^'Hhbiit'onc blaiftM*hame, 
*• \^ith heel-tapi?^ tbcMjapSj^iokisTor Wbrn-Knit F^me.'^ 

•• rii 

tortyxTOiXelj congenial to the disposition of GiFFORO-^n a litt^ 
tit^i hetrlp^>'W'up tHeiiceis of^isOxMd Vriend, oasce^him from 
the house of (^-- by 'lying* insiU|i)&t;iarts, and publicly tHuropl^ed 
in ihKs success;— His tiext gloriOXiSkctidn was to sehd a cast-off 
Sirumpet of ' his;^ l^^^s^i'-^y "to the Wixlt/w of his old F'riend 
ConKKSur, ■ who,. foV Hi ' livdihood,' tept a 'cre«f?table Boarding- 
school .-i-She wa^ tecomrnen'deS.tty "OiffQfdss'di mo(^esi yhyktig Lady, 
for education, wHichiwoc/€*fyo*tbt^X!flrfJJ/iitafeWl«^ 
hef old X2ypT?an jf>ro[ieifeit1e^, ancf Ve?^ expecliiibusly Wc^<et{ the 
$*chool:— this wa$ the stff)ject of another triumph," To conthiud 
his jp'rogress min^imy withah equal ^plei^pr, he s^duierf a heau- 
tiful and iiniocent girl,' called Ma^rV Weeks, a nktive of Ashbur- 
ton. UndeV th^ pretence of isarrykig^'her^ tft^lmv with a, snt* 
pliceiras prepansd tbiexecute this ne^^urtbus msctter; the diaih 
<^einony 'va» perfoVmed, tho ^poor girl^ 5wa»rinned j «nd after sa-^ 
tiety had taken phioe with heciia&Ltnoas^seduce^, she wsis sent 
back t« Ashbtirtah, wlisre she pined ttnd died of«hfoken heart! ! ! 
To support the creeUt of his pastachisnTenaeht}, he^pi^Udned'atAost 
dirty and scandai6issPacm,*c8Ued^^jTh« Ashbuitonkd/* abusing 
all his old and respectable BeiMfooters* - Previeus^ ao the above 
act,, he had oblakied anr«fta|lile tubccniptidki^ ^^a 1?BaitSfa^ion of 
the Satires o! Juvsml, which (haippily^feg^ iheiFobJlief aiidpajiftry 
aiid print) heiiever pesformecl,^TDaGKommodf^e:hi5M^.«dEVAs, 
he Icee^ a ciiuc^r* las a Oe66y^ckj end.^s actualiy:««en^ her 
t« nece8sit«>as youag Meaieftr of 4)caQ«y md isfiacehcv, voider tte& 
preterit of learning to readrnni/ViHie^ .iSuch arofPirf/ir of hisliEfo-^ 
H u wc^ tu Jtffmine. cawtof -M^ ^g*fr «c6.<i-7lt must!ii<»tiio«rf»!sr be 
ibrgotteiT, that, for hifi. atrocious fdunmies, he: was Jlieely'Diidfel^. 
1^ in o»« Wri PUT'S sboptH po$>rigfiomitsiidqi]Ui«Maki0g^B(Mfk« 
teller ia Fkcadil iy j aDd Ai6c spit^ . of vihe ^ m«str selemtt^ah^ tecnNir 
prote«ta^onji, of ..hi« .ovuCh^ 4ad sbDumciy^^ilukwIth iiiiafi,^t&' 
ctdea^ a^ffrofti^Ty de»^^ihe}IJMA)|i^alid4iAftith$t«f|idiH9 mines'* 
sage, infprmiiigi foiroiitil^t h^ ivas c^adpAkd^vApcxttanumitifJc^d^ 
gelled, and thaVrhe .^houM 69,:cilflgeUe^>agahiaK oindirtb oiriltg!! hiin^ 

swer the civtiit^^; j .. .-, H •■ r > -•.'.. ^n- •'-'•>1 zj^^ i-i •,• ht^A ■ • 
He coiitiQuei in :hi& i^vciurtti^.T oc^lupaftiott «£ admidiiteriag. An 
Jackal^ 10 the:«Qni^ntiy: watji^nng chops c£:^e'topclito!f^4^H 
t,ian. To aseanqvh^f ligM9eit^heri« m'lMhAlanis^pf^jaimekeiftr^ 
and guards the plump little partridges (which are exceediiiglyriiti* 
merous on €Ui h'v$ L«rdihiK«^aAorsr) wil;h soimuclkiaudflblrft^i. 
diiity from Poa<;Hert^ that hte haa been afi)f>i|r:andgrafeftfi^ l^mii* 
aerated wiihui A^ouro^/<is»n«>i!^ from <7oyjtii29M£NTl'!i ' ^> 

As 
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** VW litre each prostHuted Muse, 
** For magy for newspapers, reviews ; 

" rn 



As for Mr. Giffokd's rkymes, tfaef will appear extraordtoarf 
to such readers (and they are not a few) as prefer bombast to 
sublimity. Bombast is the idol of the Vui.aAa— >Tu ntch iheattic 
simplicitt/ appears arrant ifuipidittf^Xht vulgar <ye is sooner fiisci- 
nated by th^ stil^ staring cabbage rose brocade of the Harioi^ than 
the modest find saowj roba of Innocence. The ear of the tru4 
Critic disunguisfaes with H^^ity the difference between the mel- 
LDuous tones of the Lyre of Apollo and the hard, pondeipus 
sounds of the hammered lapstone. To indulge a dreek quotation 
from Proclua on JPlato, without offence to his Pupil, the learned 
Lord BcLcaAvc, Mr. William Gifporo is-^lii*rrf( m 
^ikoatipoiif <^X«0«^o; df ly lSMrrftl$^-^which I tianslate thus: 
<< He is a Poet with Poetasters, and a Poetaster with Poets.** 
So much inequality pervades his ver8e« that the Facultt woul<t 
pronounce his Muse afflicted with the rickets. Still, to do him every 
justice, his various verses are very weti for a CMlMr\ they must 
iindoubtediy smell of the stalU 

^tf<6 'ttwtti 9ft Mioiiftt tifctiu 96rQoit woretn 

leaia dm 
So singeth fforape^ vrho, one would think, had poeped into fUtiir 
lityj and penned the happy line for poor Ceispim. * 

So far from originality of thought, and a luxuriance of imagery 
in his lines, there reigns a pitiable faunine : awkward and obscure 
inverstoas, with- a verbose pomposttyy form Ihc leading featurea 
of almost every couplet* Indeed, it were cruel to expect tnore. 
Sprang from a dunehill, and otd before he iras chaiitably t^en 
from his stall, at the same time totally destitute of the poetical 
charskcter, what could a fipnr scrjips of Latin and Greqk do for an 
object whose sole powers JIaf within the ^rcumscribed space of 
a rhyme? A ftkldie in the Laby's Diaky— 4n Acrostic in a 
I^swspAFES— an abusive Stanza in the Anti-Jacobin Review, 
vr aCiitieismiti die British Critic (equal, peiliaps, to those of 
•peerpondytic Paesok Nascs, a most feeble pillar of that fiiUing 
jlthiic, and.lately sent for a maintenance to that idle and ex pen- 
sive Toyhop of the Nation, called the British BAusbvm)— form 
at present his amusement. At the House of G r«-v— r he ex- 
perienoes a prodigality of praise. But his Lordship and his La- 
viss are better qualified for writing the history of Paphos than- 



• On the appearance c^ this GerUleman'fisiti lying publication, 

which was in sonie measure answered by Uie argumentum b€UM^ 

lirtMin, 1 entertained thoughts of A/brmcU execution of the felon. 

Vol. IV. I ia 
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** y\\ pay the ballad-finger's throat U>t praise : 
** My visage (batchet-like, indeed!) 
. •* Jn shops the gaping mob shall feed— 
•* My name on rails shall grace the King's highways ; 
•« And trav'llers, whether they may ride or Walk, ^ ' 
•« Read, ♦ Pitt fcft ecerP in broad staring chalk. ' 



V*? 



'« rn place the Capets on the throne, 
*• And France her 'Worthy Kings shall' oWn, ' 
•* And Bonaparte soon my rage shall ftel; 
** Crouch to my whip, iwrhose lafh shall bring 
** The daring Corsican, poor thip^, 
•* Jast like a whining spaniel to my heel/* 

Oft hast thou s«d, with scowling cft^ 
*• The world I hate, disdain, defy;' 

«• I value neither Commoner nor Peer: 
•« He who attacks me, dearly pays : 
•* A man must have, the Proverb says, 

** Good iroB nails that scratches with a Bear. 

••. knTkm die Mak who^-tV piw>r Paul, 
•• Who sent his bears, the dcvl and all, ' 



m ft solemn poetics! qnatlie \ hut on reflation, thinkiftgjbim be- 
neath the dtgmty of sach an exhibitioiij I determined to . JJang him 

For, should the Miue^s tathv bid him die. 

The 0«»DI>SB reaify $AUMiim Irit/'y* • v n i-i ^ ' 

Before f eonchidc^ it ma^ n^t be tmaeeepfobfe^'to 1x17^ 'RJkuIonr 
to be mformed thathifr JL^dsh^]^ ssiiMiiiaes Attir kk moa iui t ftia ■ ■ 
hunts without hjg f<i€ka})rh9Qd;f u^c^pds« W^favsas ibq^Ilomof 
jitUe genuine ej^te', ,, ,. /,'. .^■„ ., ... ., ,. ,,...,._, .^^ -/ 

- % X ^ '■• ' •■ ■ . . T -r . ' 

• DEAR O— , , ' 

:- «-• I. j; i '..'■:>{: 'i.rl x a •* aj j,^. - x., •>i!;V 

' I am in luck to-day^«prung a fine coTej amongst a parcri of 
< brambles. Take-^r^^f IJi^^ j>ljpipp'JUdio,Jbif4^^aftJl^^ 
« letter— cleaiv^i^ and <;ipinj) lierw^i,.j^j^t ^t a^ajS^ 
* her to bed. '" ^ ' .--'-. -j * ""rj g , * '- .^^ 

"To 
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<« To fight in BniTAju's cause so hearty? , 
•* Art tkou th€ Man (whom nothing ahames); 
«^ Who made his Off op C/erks call names, 

»* And fling th«r dijt at .Bpnafaete ? 

Bold hast thotf said, with dauntless soui, 

•* J*// damn thc,,m<^tioQ.on Ftrrrol; ~ ,, . 

•• No matter \vhether cowardice or nbl: 
•* Whatever yras the crying. sin, 
** SiK Ja^es shall sleep in a whole skin— 

** HaL says, too, PuLTXNEY must not go to pot* . 

•' The long-raQck'd -BTorld. ipay roar— r Vvherc's i>itf«i< f 

** Thank heaven ! we only know the fiarne, 

>• • • ' . ' 

*• Safe are my minions/' thou t^rt pleasM to say;.. 

** VVhat ill they do, is quickly doite away: 

*' Suck (so secure is ev'ry culprit*s lot) 

•* Must make ,*/wyi^ infrtst to get bang'd or shot.*^. 

Thou, m Uun« insolence, hast said, 

•♦ At M» tif^ world shall cow'r afraid ; 
•* Old t^AMQEsJii^mUjr at my feet shall flow; 

•• Mogul, KiisAM, aii<f1 Raj Ait bend ; 

** Slave*li;ke thar iiumt)le trilmte bend, 
^< Avfd'JeaiRi^am Ms their futin^ idXt^ t<» know, 
'''^'- ^^JTidsfc darti hbt cull my ht»rd decrees wtptst, 

«• But kiss the foot that stamps them in the dust. 



wj. (p- 



*' Ind shall jhar jtreams^ Factolean pcwir ; 
*' On petHcoatt her di'monds show'r, 
H\ And^jffpmitck^rs and iff^p*3 < the. courtly things & ' > ^ 

.t«f TlarttTMy&m/^ Tubk kis gems shall send— » 
4^ ^^^ H^ tfcMbBfig tbttering torhaai rend, 
•^ To grace the beaver*d brows of Christian Kings* 
•• Peru shall gfld St. Jam£s*s walls and doors; ' 
** And ravag'd Mexico emblaile the floors.^ 

J^ld hist fhdu said—" W citri the P-.r— ; 
< '''His bkeding mau& shall Joidy i»nc»^ 

IS "I Value 
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** I value not 4its birtl]^ lixs pride, bis stkte; 
*• O'er y — KE triumphant too Pll tow'r J 
•* And Cl— ci phall not^boaJBt the i)dwV 

«« To make a G^nner or a •Gunher'^s mate J* 

Such of Brif^nnia*& GEKitJs^is'thle k>Qg! 
Now let the Sard the thetnepuT^ue, ■ 

And, with an equal 'Spirit ioo 9 "-='*- 
^ iSr thiia^ier drlrt the; Muse^ 6it ^bng.v 




i 

Bold bast thou sworn^-*' the Mus£ I'll check ; 

** Each with a h-alter round her neck, 
*• Shall sing with trembling, trembling dread ; ', 

** Naj, should Apoi.lo's song be aoarpi 

** And on mf power aad ^lory harp, 
r^* Off* goes at once the fellow^s head: 
** ril make a puddle of their streams,^; 
** That give the Barps their pretty dreams; ' 
**• And Sirough the tuneful shades irfiall Utdf 
** My Jack-asses, t6 grate and bray.** 

• i 

Tbou'rt an abominable branch: 

No more^^lialt thou enjoy a baoncti-^ 

No more with,HARRT bppse fron) nijfht to^mpm^— 
The Hackney men, to thy amaze .!!'*■* 

Shall cry, *♦ My money for my chaise; _ 

" The money i &r, tp pay for hay and corn ! 

Jlfj5^ Jcc*-o^^V-The^'iTrtrA's8E8, the Giffoih^s, theB^'s, 
the C— 's, &c/<lk^^ 'WUl it b^ credited that at) Admin^^tfatiott'^o 
feeble should not hafe selected ont tcltmUt Gterery pUiar to su|^ 
port its imbecility ? Wher«L y^% HuKTfMA«-WTH©«^*:'|udf^ 
menr, when h« made c^oipe of hpitnd^ to ran <&9l7n ^rr<^n|ON ? 
Heavens bless, us! not o»e 'deccui dog in 'the pacV-^-neitfi»er nose 
Jior */M7crf/— -absolutely • pared (>t ytl^ing Curt ! 

•« Come» 



- . ..•* k 
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<< Come, Sir, f kndwwimifi wfatt, vbA w§»Imw^: 
" rU trust no longer-r-drnyi me» if I do^^ 

Sec the ^rn sHa^,9f Ckathax tmI . 

On T/<cr. bic dar^k^ his eagle. c^c?! 
**. Fool I** cries the angry diMippointed GlM«t i 

«• Was it.fo^An . L«bo<<l X\ij yoaHh 

*• The paths of^^g|pW^ and fair irathf 
<' JLo, by thy flagrant &I]j, -aQ is jost! 

" Mad Boy t inrtc^'qflWijmpi^V springs, to C9«rt 

** The do^og tuantain of Dunda^s port. 

<* The wondcroQS Colui^n of my faui4» 

** That piish'd its head into the sides; 
** Sitook by thy damned wiaard Wand,- 

** Low! lowia splepdkivjitin licst . 
" Toads for a dwelling the poor POe invade, 
** And'slieker'd weeds of death, 4he fragment sliade* - 

** Blush at the partners, of thy toil, 

•• The refuse of the groaning Isle I'* ^ 



Where is thf.,SA©i:.E that, ^bove^ 
Grasp*d ftarvigly ^c; bolts of Jovc^ 

And taught iiieor fatal thunders whiere to loU ? 
Ah ! forc'd his '\6fiy perch to qiiit. 
He dwindles to a p^or tomrfit* .^ ' . 

And skuHcs tluf^gh 6ufhl?te. Jbedges toliis Iplc. 

Is -tSis^e* Mill" wy p^^ 
Informers, 'th^ >vith ,^lf-Hkc typti . 
Pro wl'd vaSiiivf^ ydlingi iny pursuit of io6d i 
Is this'the" Mak wild pii^, 'aladt, 

Tq gnaw jam^suipk its. 1;^<^ it^ \ital 'bloo4 1 
^-Tfiar^bitiWc i^cophahfs tbbow, ^• 
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Ojw tby .mandate, ^ijd.^gpUud tliy vfH ? . xt • 
• Unnotic'd thou Astlt ionj^ly li^ ,i i ■ 

Attended or^jr tfj fif^YJ^ifi^^.i .- ■. : - 

That never, ncv^r^xctfe)r(3o6)5 a^pxxT. * . ^ 

Cur-like «halt thou walk i;i ^ba pu^, ♦ j,, 7 , • 

Unnolic'd at.her *p)EiAqj&%;ropt) • :i > r ; ' 
Unnotic'd, down, thy. tlirpaj, fee)r .patojfj f^^fcc: ^^ 
No bumpkin, no poor pamVtiy^,wig^^.,j. . ._^ 
ghall, stcalrag «w with ci|nQU!s. sig^b^ ,/.,., . ^ • 
Watch if thy j^W-bones wag like tnoseof common folk! 

• ' . v "^ If 1"/'-''' ' '[*'■ *■■' , ' * 
George Rose's Pafwrs.slipll^ turn.-taSJ-f— . ~v/ 

Expose thy ;blunders, stor^ap 4 isuU ,,. r 

And ope of calumny the dirty s|>rix|igS9 ,. / , * 

While A nti- Jacobin Reviews 

Shall cull the litejary^ stews* . .^., . .- ,; v; >' 
Fqr Jksaers to' deck the Co UN sJ|iJtp |^. of KiD^ I < ; 



Each Newspaper that took delisht. . . .. , , 

To make thee, like the snow-bail, white. 
Will paint thee now as black as hell : >. 

No more thy •OQice atigetic hail. 

But give thee horn, and hoof, aqd-^, : - 
With Cerberus's .frightful yclil— • . 

Paint thee a damned spyrit from bch>w, • ; ./; 

Raised 'by some Wizard for the Nation's woor^r 



:t 



Lo! thou art^prawfiog m the dirt ! y ,.. 
The Afo3' their wanton jokes- will spirt !— 

Behold a sable Chimney-Sweep appear ! ,.?.,, ^ 
And hark! a Scavenger,, with eyes ^\ yO --- 

Sparkling with! mature and surprise, ..■■h'hx^\ *« 

Exclaims^." AbjMijSTE* Ijimv, are yoa fhert^f^ 
Then, anxious to reK^ttd tlbtee, on they rush,/. ^ 
One with Ipiainoqnfy and t'othef with, his brush I . ; - 



• Tbc i4J|)ty4»4.lKn^t9Me:.DeciiMt of €«ti>oii. 
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OXJT AT LAST. fl 

- Hark! Aut ho ts braying wmnd thee'crowd, : 

V . And Avt BOK£89dES ' cry., aloud-^ 

<< Villain ! to wage a war with all the Mules T* 

And lo the Printem* DcYfli appear! 

With ink thy visage they besniear^i 
While each in tnhi indt^^tly abuses. 

And more their pris'rler to cHsgrabe, 

They cittpl tWpelt-pot in thy face ! 

Rqaringy aro^d' thee as the^ csiper, 

" Take that, * ray' bo^, .for Tax 6n Paper !" 

And lo, with anger Harbt glows ! 
The Man of Lcktbfer, With delight, 

Runneth his awi into thy hose, 
And stirrups thcb^^tk'ali his might. 

*• He wants m^ch mendings d-tnn my eyes !'* 
"The puunu^g Son df Crispin cries-— 
•* The shoe quite rotten — yes, the whole— 
*• Quite vanish'd cvVr bit of sole /'* 

' .'' ■ 
And see ! the Girxs around thee thronjr — 
** Art thou the Wight, thus stretched along,' 

•* An enemy w^ell krtowh to Wives and Misses ? 
•' Art thou the man who (tost iibt care " ' ' 
•* For oglings,' ^queerts of the Fair : 

** Nay msk^tixp lor^ mouths: ^t wOiAan s kisses !** 
Then shall the NYM?*fis apply, their birchen rods. 
And baste tbee-worsie )hari rEttti flNciAk's Odes* 
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And sec pooir FaddI^ ^tfr^ik'-po!(6^t 

•• By Jasus now; 1« ^5^ hii'^|b'wl,'' : ; ' > 

^« For leaving us-pborChristian^f^^h^'Jdfejit , ^ 
**^0pAlk j«^r^jiiw-bAnes, Master Knave^— ' '' /: * 
" Whi*fe^bt-t*ife l^orausfis Ve give, ' ': '.' * 

" Togive'dlSt'of'shoViitoMoTKER CiraiieHr ' ' 

7'ke pel(ipe4^1^^*mMi\ inii^]^*Hiiateri,'e<lte«nlrtgacertaU» 
•tale fluid for th^ benefit of the balls. 



** To a good nucrket, &ith! oar kogs are hrat^-^^ 
*\ And so we're dcftd* M^ kiil'd, md wundtr'd all for 

naught f* 

The Cats shall spit at t^i^t an4 Harkl :. 

The Curs in yelling ^bncciit barky * ' " * : '; 
The Cats exclaim—^* Ottr^mi^^Wiii fliilitfe SbU f 

•* Not one fat mouse is to li had !"**' ' ' '^ 

•* Aye," cry the Cors, ** and what's more sad, 
" We cannot now (ybtaiu a UrcH-jaick'-d b#lici '!' 

O FuRciFEH — no, TJxjcrrxR 1 mcan^— ' - 

How art thou faU'n I fall'n frona the ^arry sgherc ! ' 

Kkk'd from the presence, of the K. and Q-«- 
From Burgundy, from Claret, to small beer* 

That feature of thy.fkcc call'd nose^ 

Which now with many a ruby glowSj 

Shall lose, alasl its wonted fire ! 

The Claret-lustre shall ex]>irc ! 

For Poverty's pale fingers^soon pick oat 

The blushing rubies of the richest snout. 

The meanest of the mean shall scofF, 

And cry, «* I'm glad the fellow's off I" 
The, Taylor leaps in rapture from his board; 

The Cobbler throws his shqsAway ; 

The Washerwoman flings hej^ray ; 
The Shoeblack drops his brush, and thanks the Lord ; 

To pot-houses they ran with loud acclaim, 

To get more joyful news from Gossip Fame, 

Fox, on thy fall, with scorn must look ; 

And pointed Sheridan and Tooke 
Will make thee tingle with the lash of wit ; 

The poorest reptile of the House, ^ 

The vilest little Borough Louse, 
Will scratch and bite the bajck of Billy Pitt. 

AlDjjl 



. OV(T AT. t AST* OS 

"AridUE, oF whom the MoitEl brag. 
From his stretch'd jaws shall pull the g^gt 

A nd vengeful to thy head will give it wmg i 
Then shall he'cry; with datintless looks, 
" I'llgoajjaun amongst the Cooks, 

•« And tell Mpitpt^tiy tales of Q— • and K— •** 



Jnti He.j-^^fy' ykrf id^tlritdaind nuninicai Sslf, whose infio- 
cent and improTing rhymes falling some years since in the way of 
an irritable and oiftmtdtd ^shaw, gare biith to an Act oC P^rlta* 
ment^voviiig,Yf;,ngeance ori the ^Vight that should, hy any imiae ar 
p'jettcal anatomy, dare e^iliibit the iniiide ef Heads Royal. 
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LORD AUCKLAND'S TRIUMPH: 

OR THE 

DEATH OP CRIM. CON. 



% ]te(t of l^opbetfc iOntn. 



I heard a voic^— '^CiiiiCon.^ Cmtf.Coii, 

Thou and thine empire are undone ! 
Woe to the men of lawless lives, 
Who wink on other people's Wites !"* 



Alt 

Address to Hymen ; An Ode on the Passions \ 
ADVICE TO YOUNG WOMEN, 

OR 

The Rose and Strawberry ^ 
A FABLE. 

WITH A MOST IKTERESTIMG POSTSCRIPT* 



LORD AUCKLASD. 



Mr coeii ibed! 

X HE incmsing ilepravlt][ of th« PAIK Sex ct!cs aloud for 
corrtction ; Adultery is deenied a pcctadi]lo, and Fomlc-iiian 
a mere flea-bite: eigantlc arc the >lride> ihat Lewdness hu 
taken to inbduc ihe.nunl world ; htr ateps are tike thoie uf 
.NeptuiK, from piomoniory to promontary. The recent altcn> 
tiunt in the Sex in ahnning I every vreman i* elcgani ) enrj 
wQinan ii accompli thcd j every nomaii ia handiome f every wo- 
man is a witch, Inahort, Beauty ii lo common, that I tnoiitd 
not wonder («iich ia the caprice of mankind) at aeeing a pub> 
lie advettisemeut forUcLiNvn. At evcryttiinwepopup<m 
aCLBOPATKA — and what mutt murder the bluihing senitbi- 
lilieiof Modesty, more thtniai/ of those Cleofatras aie 
to bt purchaied kr talf-t crown. What dangcroui trapa of 
teductioni — what lurei of loTcllnet*'. Even / (like youc 
Lotdthipi rather the wone tor weir) meet the tmile, the wink( 
ibe itare of those CiK.CBt, on whose lips arc writwk in capi> 
tab (layi ■ great* Ltbic PoeT) 

" Kiases, O geode Shepherd, for a croirn." 
The modest, the ingenioui, the pioui Bishop ofDirRHAW, 
bat laudably eurcised the pruning-knife of reform amonpt 
the Opika Dahcbks i he lias Unglhened their petticoaii, 
«ircuin*crtb(d their skips, and shaded their nuditiea. This/V- 
^ttrt*d Bishop and hi* rtittrmd Last saw ;* much at the 
Open as astonished, confoiuided, and petrified. They saw oa 
* Saturdav, not'fi tbiir Biun ^i, the uanton Sallst break 
in on tiie holy Sabbath — They turned pale at the contamina- 
tion— ^They remonstrated, and threatened, and preached, but 
tbey cauM not rtwwnei. Taylor, the Manaser, smiled at 
dtcfiiisor't and bis L^DY'sTcfomiing teal: the Pcrfennen 



lift, pleased 

Au It, our, 

•^4ur, with the pair of old bypoctiles l" My Lord) wc tnaj 
trutyiiy wiihtheiurvousananioral^itvnM^ 

" CnA> Pudicidim Satumo ree« momtam 
" In leniiV 

Wbtch may be tbui ^ItgMtlf renderod : 



But now, mv Laid, far that spceict of vice AditLTEKY, 
■nimt vahoK br»«n walls jour Lordihip Rieani to make a . 
fvtk with foor bffleting run i ' That jour bold Stiack taij 
aaeetti, far rtw honour of nmraKty, and the tettareble beadt 
iH ^rtat P«uii.ie9i il my mowrfevout detires and to cncou- 
ftge ywur Lonfship in fbe day of banle, I drtlieite to your 
tw^shij ttett my Prophetic Oop). 



I UD, Mr l.«iiD, &e. Ut. 
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ilRCfUMENT TO ODE ^ 
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'th^ Bakd, In th^ true spirit of prophetic poetrjr, commencftth 
Iris Ode with a compVimcnt to Wedlock. — Peter treat- 
etli the hot-bed of Adultery with much poetical contempt. 
-—He prophesieth thefali of Crim. Con. her acquaintance 
with theRakes.— In a sublime strain of insult Petir ques« 
tit>neth Crim. Con. and proclaimeth a total annihilation 
of her Ranis-horns. Peter singeth of the wondere done 
By Rams-horns at Jericho— he giveth some history of 
Lord AuciCtAND^s Family, and biddeth them beivare of 
defilement.— «T he Poet candidly acciiseth himself of having 
been a votary to PUaiurt^ and prettily and pocticaily de« 
picteth the mnnntr of his courtship} illutt rating with s* 
most apt and— ^original comparison.'— The Poet abmptljr 
lounceth off to attack the Princbs of these Realms for 
notjmning the pioo^ eiibrts of Lord Auccland, to de- 
stroy Crim/ Coll.— -P^TER compUmentjtth the Bench of 
Bishops for their furious abhorrence of Crim^ CoN. for 
theii* intimate knowledge of Heaven, and fpr their great hu^ 
xnility, but not for th^ir great poverfj, in which article thcso 
tefy MBH have always varied from their if x»//f PRtDl- 
CEssoRS, the Apostles. — Pbter attacketh the Ladies* 
petticoats, or rather po uetticoats.^^The Bard, with % 
mighty Lyric jump, leapetn on the shoulders of Ktno Da* 
viD, of Itraetp and giveth him a stunnin? blow ) and sud* 
^nlv turning about, knocketh down Rimc Harry, pf 
Englmnd ) concludmg with a squint at some ^9dernP ri NC E s • 
—Peter praiieth the unpa^raUeled, thoii^ ungailant^ be- 
haviour of a Krtto Loxn$> q{ France^ ofwhom he relateth 
an entertaining and delicate story, ending v/ith somewhat 

' morr than a su^ptciim that irertaiu^Taung Centlemen would > 
,»ot ha'vej^wn the mmg fortitude under the same ptrcum* 
stances. * . v * 
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ARGUMENT TO ODE 11. 
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An apologetic Song forlNCONSTANCY, by a. Son of the De- 
vil.— This Son oH a Davil pronounceth Love and a 
BiTTTERFLY to be similar Beings, and encourageth the 
idea — this Demon wishtth to take the licentious FftEHCH 
Na HON for a model, who wish to change a fTi/e as often 
as d, shirt — this Imp continueth to fascinate the mind by 
hfauf if til poetry in favour of the untictnsed Passion LovB, 
— Peter leprobateih such notions, and prettily telieth, in 

. iferse, a stoiy well known in prose y of a King of Franc e« 
\eho had experienced a satiety on the beauties of his Queen. 
->->?£ TER tiiumphc'th in the future happiness of the Bitl- 
TjiiH Empire rn the death of C rim Con. — ^Peter exhi- 
biteth a natuial picture of Age, exulting, amidst his im* 
beciiities,^ in the idea of possessing blooming virgins^ smiling^ 
at the same time at the horrors of horns«— Peter againj, 
with his wonted candour, leverseth the medal^ and suggest* 
eih an inconveniency that may arise from the state of 
Crim. Con. in the character of a rotten Rake.— >PET£|t 
here is truly moral as well as poetical. Another Kake is 
brought on the stage, who glorieth in the advantages to be 
obtained over a Wife, by this atta,ck of Lord Auck- 
land.-— Peter, replete with historical knowledge, rela- 
t^th a story of the great Cato, and also of the Wise Meh, - 
not of Gotham, but of Greece. — >Tbe Bard again 
singeth the Song of triumph— -he prophesJeth,— He givetn a 
picture of ^he fashion^le Wives of the present day, who 
visit ToN^s and Johns's, in Soba-stpiar^, with as much ease 
as Mrs. Snip the Milliner .^--Petkr propbesieth peace in 
the house of Wedlock, and iecurlty to that blushful Dam- 
sel, Chastity. — The impudent and threatening Speech 
of Miss Fornication on the intended destruction of her 
Si»ter Cam. Coii. 



LORD AUCKLAND'S TRIUMPH 
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DEATH OP CRIM. CON. 



OWEETisthc song of wcd3cd'Lov«,^ 
The echo of the turtle-dove ; 

Then who would t«ni th^t song to sounds of woeF* 
Bright are the sMes« and adm tli6 scene 
Where HvMEN hold^httiiaicyoa reign ; 

Then who would bid Ae howling tempests blow! 
What but a.Ruffian would the spot invadtf, 
To dash the bean of blisswith hettiA shade ^ 

Doubtless, A!DVL*r£EY V a ^t botched ; 

But what's the produce? — Heavens! awantdn weed* 

No buds of promise ope their b1ok>ai; 

And load the zqibyrwith perfume! 

O SvRCKof the CymiAN Isle,- 
Crim. Con. who by a touch and smik^ 

Dar*st lure a ladjr from a spouse *d arms ; 

Make her doftrt her babeSyber kin, < 
To listen tt> the vx>ice of f^n, * 

That praiseth of Vftiietjr the cbArm ; 
Thy lawless reign at length is o*er. 
And mm Vhora»frighten'Miin no moc^^^ 

Yes! there's an end of all thj woobg* 
Thy dove-like bHItng, fluttering, cooing: 

At THEE, thy vile companions^ ev*ry Uak^ 
Shall start withJiorror, curse thy name. 
Fly frt)m thy song of death with shame^ 

AvQiii niee like the &scii|atiog snake 

K3 That 



102 LORD AUCKLAND^ TarU!»PI(» 

That wily won the world's first Madam, 
And put thaA fatal trick on Adam. 

Tell me, where are thy ram^s-horns now^ 

To clap upon a Husband's brow ? 
Auckland has broken them to pieces : 

And THOU shilt soon be put to death ; 

Unpiiiedf yield thy forfeit breath, 
Kxcept by wicked, wanton Misses, 

And wanton youths of our wild Nation, 

Ofprudetice less possessed than passion* 

By Tatn's-horns Jericho fell down, 

A very notable old town ; 
Yes, ram's-horns laid the loveW City iow : 

Thus ram Vhorns also to the earth 

Bring down the men of lofty birth. 
And force them with humility to bow. 

Look at Lord ♦** whom high birth adorns. 

How pitiful he squints amidst his horns ! 

Auckland, whose Wife is charming and well*bred, 
Auckland, ^h ! rather in the vale of years. 
Thinks Gentlemen should have the proper^«r*. 

And try to ward the antlers from the head. 

Rare caution 1 how unlike some folk. 
Of present and past, times the joke; 
Who, till the steed. was stol'n, forborf» 
What fools ! to shut the stable door ! 

Y^, AvcKLAND has his wife and daughters foo; 
And as our sex will never cease to woo, 
Their charms niay fire some tinderAitzxitd Man 1 
A sigh, a tear, a gentle squeeze, 
A bed, a grot, a dump of trees, 
Have favour'd many a Lover's artful plan^ 
. What tho' Luc RET I AS? Ina^tal hour, 
Thefam'dLucRETiA fell byTARqum's po^fr'r, 

Auckland 



/ 



Auckland will give a deathful blow 

To sdhie sad purlieus of Soao : 
No longer there shall lofty l;^sof dowa 

Expect the muffled married Damk, 

And blushless youth of lawless flame. 
Secure from husbands and the prying town* 

There are, for wedded prey, who proiirf. 
And joy to hear the tempest howl ; 
O'er Matrimony's smile to casta cloud. 
And put the modest Lady in her shroudl— «• 
Such shall the Muse to infamy consign. 
And crush with all the thunders of her line. 

Blushing, I own, I've been in love with Pleasuke, 
LooVd on the Nymph's aix^uaintance as a treasure; 

Never pu rsued her once with scoff and kisses; 
But caught the little Hussey in my arms; 
Ran o'er the pretty garden of her charms. 

And pluck'd the cherries of her lips— -called Kisses. 

I .never cast off Pleasure from me— no; 
But bugg'd her, when I met with her — and^o: 

For lo! a. piece of velvet was my soul ! 
Black velvet, mind ! which when the God of Day 
Doth visit with his all enlivening ray. 

Enjoys the radiance, and devours the whole^ 

Velvet, unlike the marble rock indeed. 

Devoid of gratitude and grace ; 
Who, when the Sun would warm and gild his head, 
- Flings back the blessing in his face. 

_ « ■ 

Yc8J I was once a sinner, I confess; 
But now my morals wear a soier dress* 

Sorry am I for our good Princes ^ 

(Indeed my tender conscience mncesj 
To think they try to save Crim. Con. the Jade! 

The Bishops in a goodly row. 

All wish to give a &tal blow : 
Such good ejcatnples somewhat might have sway 'd ! 

Rare 



^4 COM) AVCK£AKl/j TftttJM»fiF«. 

Rare Oracles! so just, 90 sweet, so wisej^ 
So deep ill all the secrets of the Skies ; 
So prone to teach, assist, ins^Hre, a^ bless one;. . 
From whicb H u sm l 1 t r rtiight take a lesson I 

Sons^ of those holy men of yore— 

Ai piout hvit not quite 9fi p<^or ; 

Since Fortune to the; world's siirpriser 

On Merit learns to ope ker ey^s. 

Sow, -when ^JBiti^f^ for a favotir sues, 

Mot, not in vsun the plaintive Tui(T|.£ coos. 

Ye Copj^! bow wicked are the tiipcs ! 

Et'o /pry, *• SUaaie»" the Man pf Rhymes T . 
And )PoETs arc not ovcrstock'd wth blushes.— 

Seel lovely Mopt^TY is gon^ 

From Britain 4 where she'fixM her throne^' 
Aod Imnj^BUQE, to fiU'her statipn rushesi 

How loose our La^ii^s in sttire; 

To set oyr peeping Youth on fire; 
*A hundred instances I soon could pick ye!- 

Without a cap "we view the Fair, 

The boaono^ hearing, heaving bare ; 
Thc^i>« asham'dj^r^o/^^to wear adickytf . . 

Quite antique statues'-— sttclf the dress, 
il abthiag leavse^for Fa nc y 's guMs I 

•*■ The present Bisfiop of LoNf>Pif (DnPoBTKus) I must kideod*^ 
adduce as an exception. Wishing to turn his back on his R-y>l 
Patroness, on a vacancy in the sj^ of Durhana, be straittid every < 
nerve to obtain the precious prise, vrorth nearly twenty thouaand 
pounds a year ; the bimiopRiCK of London, worth only pmrfout 
thousands pisr MOVIQ)* seargfttn V^jSM^ to tuppiy ihr- eptinsipf cif>ci$ 
of hi) chanties ! Good Man ! he was disappointed j| not only disap-- 
pointed too *, his prayer was considered as a piece of meanness and 
ingratitude.— If this be npt a fact, 1 beg.hisLo9DF;iip*s panlon. 

\ A term used in iht polite circlet for a Dannel petticoat. 

Look 



LORD AUCKLAND'S TRIUMPH. 105 

Look at ourGRANKUM8» vood o)d souTs* 
With cRps and jnnnerB, wdl mobbM polls; 
With warming dickies, high stiff stays. 
To guard the neck from grasp and gaze. 

How diflTreht from our modem Fair, 

Whose ev'ry beauty ta^es the air! 

Alas^ they heed no' frost or snow. 

Nor winds around that chilling blow. 
And swing their muslin gossimer about : 

Showing what Modesty should veil; 

Things v^ry proper to conceal. 
For legs and knees, and ^o, should ne'er/^e^ i^uu 



King David seta very badexampU 
King Harry, too, a very shocking sample 

Of wedlock's constant, chaste, and lovely state : 
And many other Kings besides, indeed. 
Too prone on wild variety ta feedv 

Have broken Matrimony's leader pate^ 

Nay, man]^ Princes eo'r^ d<ty 
Do something in this wicked way, 
But not so did a Kbg of France, 
Whose story seemeth quite romance* 



mm 



A KING OF FRANCE AND THE FAIR LADY 

AT BATTLEHOKE AND SHUTTLECOCK, 



'"•■ 

A TRUE STORY. 
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KlNO of France upon a day. 
With a fair Lady ef his Court, 
Was pleasM at Battledore to play,—* 
' A very fashionable sport. 

Into 



X06 cent) AVCClLAffD^ff Tftiunrar^ 

Into the hosom of thii hit Cot^RT Damc^ 

Whose whitoKM 4id the cnowr's p«re whitcnev diaine^ 

King Louis by an odd miscbance did knock. 

The Shvttlecook, 
Thrice happ^ fogue, upon the -down of Dorest- 
To nestle with the pret^ Ultle Loves! . 

•* Now, Sire, pray take kout^'-^qiaotkSuE, 
With an arch smile.— But what did he? 

What? what to charming MeocsxT bdongt! 
Obedient to her soft command, 
He raisM it^^but not with hi«^<7;?^/' 

No marV'Uing- Reader, but 4k« chttwtty twg^* 

What a chaste tbougbt w this goodXingt 

Howck'reri 
When Aall we hear agen of tuck a thing I 

Lord! never* 
Now were our Prikom ito bt pragr^d 
To such an aat b^soMM ftir Maio, 

I'll bet my life not one would mind it;. 
Bui hofid^f without more ado. 
The Youths would seasdi the boaom M«^V 

Although it took « day €9 find iti^ 



ODE 
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ODE n. 



*' CflLOE^tkcmarttfteswwete^of jcwecttldngt: 
^< I bate dull cmrttakircy'--^'ti« «wA a 3or^; 

" ItruinBL^vi: — ^'qs ivtch a piece of luwbw ; 

«« Kind VlJKtJ^, kt k »« rtiy baekitfcttttibef, 
** Cotne, CHi.o£,come-^thj beauties I adore: 

*« Come to Hie fieick^^tky hu9baiid*« gone to towa^— 
** O come, and let me give thee a green gotan. 

** Love itf a Butterfly tkat Mms about, 
•* From hill to vale, and stop* at ev'ry fiow'^r ; 
S ucks all ibe hoAey witk its little ttlout, 
'* So plea»'4 the rick tmbrofiia to devour; 
Then on wild wuigt away it files again^ , 

The Sultan of the variegated plain. 
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Chloe^ we'll Imitctetke ways of France ; 

For Constan^^y's » very dull romance-^ 
Fit only, for a; poor^M punting Damk; 
^ And l^lind oid Dakbv, fuH of ail and grosln^ 
'^ ForcM to be led abdut by limping Joan^ 
** Of girls the titter, and of boys the game. 

^ But Love, my dear^ ift neitkef kmie no* blkid<) 
** AU energy — his life, eternal spring ; 

** Roams the wide world a» wtiatbD' as tile wiivf^ 
" And scorns the fetlcrsthat wouM bind Ins t»iii^; 

** Then, CHLOfe, leami to ^rme tke ^ar^d kxSs^ 

And prove o^iM^t iMitodttH-AN^y tke bfosc.*.' 



tc 



Such was the 8o»g of tkotsaniB k 'i sock tbe song 
Of one King Louis — of his Lady tir*d; 

Who dragg^'d i^itk pm tke mnriiagerclog jdobg, 
AQdlo,aLftd^ofkis€:««HdlMi«'4. " u.a '* 



lX)d LOXD AUCKLAND*! TftlUMPB. 

Yes, yes. His Majesty, much, mudi to blame. 
Had a colt's tooth, andloT'danotker Dame. ^ 

HIs'MiNisTER [z Bishops I presume) 
InformM him of the danger of his soul. 

And pcMnted strongly to the day of doom. 
And heav'n-ward his two eyes began to roll-— 

Much as to say, ** O King, if this way givVi, ^ . 

" Your Majesty will never get to Hcav*!!..'* 

•• Stick to your virtuous Queen,** the Bishop sighed, 
•* Go to the Devil," the King in secret cry'd. 

The King, not relishing the Priest*s instructions. 
His heaps of quoted Scripture— -sage deductions, 

Ordcr'd-him partridge constantly for dinners 
No dish beside— *twas partridge ev'ry day. 
From this at length the Bishop turn'd away. 

Grew sick, and groan'd like a repentant sinner* 

Many wiy mouths he mad&— •* Toutycurs perdrixP* 

Partridge and Priest in short could not agree : 
He now fdt constancy a maxtkisA thing* 

A proselyte with long long face he came, . 

Desir^l to know the {n^tty Lady's name, 
Tum'd pimp himself,and brought iier to the Kxnc;, 

Die but Crim. Con.— the region smiles. 
And glory crowns the Queen of Isles ! 

Old-^6S shaH soon be hobbling seen 

With blooming vn*gins of eighteen. 
Panting, and coughing n^ an amorous «igh; 

Yes,' whizing, wnnlded Age i^U woo. 

And paw and drivel, kiss and coo. 
And shake his crutches, and ia triumph cry : 

•' Horns>.I defy you-i-horns no noore I dread; 
^' Fearless 1 wake, and fearless go to bed; 



'^ In Wedlock's <»ge my nightingale shatl nng 
** And lull my senses witk a charming note : 
<< I dare that damned rakehell a Red Coat 

^ To pull a single feather fhnn its wing,** 

Bot then the battered Rake will boast — 
^' Though 'past my prime, my vigoiir lost, 

^< And futl of holes my aching bones ; 
«* Tht>* gone my teeth, my cheeks all pale, 
*^ And foul my breath that taints the gaicy 

** And KiOHT a witness of my groans ; 

*• A virgin of a thousand charms 
*• Shall bring her beauty to my arms ; 
^* While happy (from dishonour safe) 
'** My head at rams und Sulh shall laugh.** 

What modesty the man inspires! 

How sweet the scheme the knave proposes ! 
What justice too in his desires ! 

A carrion on a bed of roses! ' 

•* I will ascend, (exclaims auother Rake) 
*• Yes, 1 will mount the higliest places 4 

•* The beds of virgin innoctjnce shall shake; 
« I'll kiss the Daughters of the Graces. 

^* Thus will I spread (a king of blisses) 
** Mine empire o'er the world of kisses. 

•* Wild as the roe my feet shall bound: 
•* I'll graze in cv'ry ncighbour*8 ground ; 

** In vain my injurM spouse shall wake and wee[) : 
•* WeH iiampet'd by Lord Auckxand*s chain, 
** She dares not of her wrongs complain ; 

*• Her sighs must whisper, utd her anger sleep.*' 

How manners change ! the times of old, 
When wives were lent and bought and sold^ 

VoL.iV. L Mu5t 
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Must make a modern iiusband ismile ! 
Cato was of^en known to send 
To this, and that, and tVither lUend^ 

To lend his wite a little wilile* 

Ifgone from Ro^ne for air or water« 
What then ? why lend a pirettj daughter. 

What happened ?— One of them was aent to Cato^ 

With as much cordiality and ease. 
Aft though the Sage had begged for a potatoe, 

A pot -of mustard or a «lice of cheese ! 

The Crrecieu Sag^s also (monstrous strange!) 

All Gentlemen of moral Hves* 
Met just like horse-dealers or Jews on 'Change^ 

To buy^ and swqp, and boccow wires. 

Now from digression to return,*— 
' Crxm. Cok« must die, and thousand mourn. 

No more shall wanton Princes now 

Attempt to milk a subject's cow : 
No more *John T ds shall attack a Dachessj 

Who, chaste as Dian, scrcam'd for help. 

And, struggling with the wicked whelp, 
Escaped idl spotless from his savage clutches. 

No channxng Mistrbss Hobgss shall appear^ 
Nor Mister Hopoes aid his tender Dear 

To plant the bom upon his toiilrngsikviU ; 
Lady Caqocans, with inviting charms^ 
Lure no more pamper'd Parsons to her arras, 

Hclp'd by ^^ pretty pimp^ Miss Farley Bull* 

Lady Westmeatr^ no more shall rise. 
Victim* of fascinating eye», 

» • 

* The Author is mistaken here. Her G»ce was a£ ihe < m^ 
«f his Lordship's amorous at«aclf,in her weeds —TAe £rfiYor. 

To 
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7b fill the trump of scandal, and impure 

Old Prudish Maids vrith jealous fits* 

Drive virtuous wives oat of their wift^ 
And set our cnvyin j, eovjiog Youth on fire. 

No Betty Leekes, to talk of a loose dress. 

When Bradshaw came to woo the noble Dame;. 

No piTwder^d^ towzled couch their hours to bless. 
No Coachmen to proclaim their acts of shame ; 

And last of all, no catering Mister Hoop,* 

To suit salacious tastes with pruiient prog. t 

No more shall Kawkeks gnllop on. 

Roaring away, ** Crim. Con. Cxhm Con/*" 

While ABiGA^iLsfrom houses, with a caper, 

Rush, giggling, forth to buy the paper: 

To show their Ladies, happy, none will doubt it,. 

To wink and sneer, atRl prattle dii about it* , 

Nonoore a CouMs&L'sblu^ thaU^riiig^ 

N«rit^itfr B— ^ widi twesl gnoe. 

Hide in his bflundkierchief his face, . 
When evidence has been tM near the thing. 

Counsel w^ not be iforcM la sinr. 

When did they kiss?-*-in garish day, 
Or by the -candle's ooAscious trembling light ? 

Were i\^y ip bed btnitattr the sheet, 

Snug in eitvbrace^-^botb tH0*a'4itef ' 

And what «»«re thitigi that might appfear in sight V 

Such shall no more be heard in Cdvirti 

Makutg lor idle ears a sp€>rt« 

Too oftei) wives wbe lose at pisty, - . * 

With ^moun debtfi of bonopr pay % . - -* 

And slily to sQm0 Cjrpriiin Fane repair- 
Invoke of tvovi^ tfee saii^y Pow'ft, 
To Cupid sacrifice an hour. 

And lo! return with so much ease and air, 

" » Th« Bookseller. 
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As though it were a millinery trip ! 

So out of breath in quest of Mistress Snip f 

All in the house of Wedlock shall be- quiet ; 
No sighs to soften, and no pulse to riot ; 
And Chastity, in danger now no more. 
Shall sleep without a lock upon her door. 

•* ' ris a bad wind that blows no good,** 

A proverb older than the flood. 
Cries pert Miss Fornication, with a wink, 

•* Aye, kill my SiSTEit--</<^ — and soba 

•* I'll play young Ladies such a tune^ 
** Aye, spinster reputation soon shall sink : 

*' i'll cjeal in billets-doux and sighs ; 

•* I'll open necks, and sharpen eyes ; '■ 

** I'll make their gowns and petticoats of gauze^ 

«* I'll do the busiisesa of the maids!- 

'* I'll make^more routci and masquerades; 
«< 1*11 sharpen MisT£a Sjitam*s claws. 

" I'll order it with nymph and swain, 
*< That cheeks sh&tt never Stwh agaiiu 

" V\\ build to Methodism more chap^s^ 
** Where lad with lass sa sweetly grapples 

** Soon as the tell-t^e candtei are put out : . 
** Yes, yes, the love^feats shall incrsase^ 
^* And Mop est Y, that mindng piece^ 

*' Shall say, * Good bye t'ye," to tlus groaning Rout« 

'* 1*11 aid Htyociiisy*s dark caufte, 
** And for a Panon choose a H " s;* 
** I'll ope new tnrnptkes to salvation, 
" Or I'm not chrtstenld Foanication.*' 

* While Alh WINKLE exists^ the ccnseienttous 9Ct of this HoK* 
T^iMOroMiAM ArosTLE wUl be remembered. 

Thu* 
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Thus wildly she exclaims ! and by the .L0ED9 
I think the Hussbt means to ieep her vord ! 

Thus have I pourM a pair of Odes, 

Which %ome ntay deem the songs of Oods; 
But hark! a second solemn voice I near— 

A second awAil voice that criei» 

** Bardy'Bardy thine oracles are lies ; 
** CkiM* Con. has nought from Atjcklaiid^s rage to 

fear, 
^ That LoED from nx>m to night, and niriit to mornf 
** ShaH trembling view tbt vittoaary horn. 
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ADVICE TO YOUNG WOMEN, 
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The Rosie and Sirawberry^ 



A FAB LB. 
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OUNG Women ! don't be fond of Mlfig* 
Too well I know your hearts unwilling 

To hide beneath the veil a charm-— 
Too pleasM a sparkling eye to roll. 
And with a neck 'to thrill the soul 

Of ey*rj Swain with Love's alarm. 



Yet, yet, \£ Prudence be npt 
Its snow may melt into f tear. 



near. 



The ^mpled smile* an^ pouting lip. 

Where little Cupids nfctar sip, 
Are very pretty lures, I own : 

But ah I if pRUDE^c^ be not nigh* 

IThose lips, where all the Cupids lie* 
May give a passage to a groan. 

A Rose in all the pride of bloom* 

Flinging around her rich perfume* 
Her form to public notice pushing. 

Amidst the summer's golden glow* 

Pecp'd on a Strawberry below* 
Beneath a (eaf, in secret blushing* 

" Miss Strawberry," exclaim'd tlie Rose* 
•• What's beauty that no mortal knows ? 

" What 
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«♦ What is a charm « if ntvtr seen ^ 
^* You really are a ptretty creature : 
** Then wherefore hide each blooming featarct 

** Come up, and shew your modest mien/* 

'* Miss Rose/' ^e Strawbxbry replied, 

^ I never did possess a pride 
*• That wishM to dash the public eye : 

** Indeed I oWli that I'm afraid-^ 

** I think there's safety in the shade; 
** Ambition causes many a sigh." 

** Go, simple chitd/^ the Ross rejoin'd, 

*• See how I wanton in the wind : 
^* I feel ho danger's dread ahurms r 

•* And then observe the God of Day, . 

•• How an^orous with Im golden ray, 
•* To pay his viftts to my charms!'^ 

No sooner said, but with a scream 

She started from her ^v'rite theme— 
Jk. clown had on her fix'd his pat. 

In vain she 8Cfeech'd-«-HoB did but smile; 

Rttbb'd with her leaves his nose awhile, . 
Then bluntly stuck her in his hat. 



ODE TO HYMEN. 

\J TELL me, Htmen, how it comes to passy 
That folks live not in unison das 2 
That all thy votaries are not .al wa/s blest ? 
Thy pretty fane is enter'd alt so billing, 
So amorous, so obligin|;, smiling, wilting ; 

When lo ! Love's passion sinks at once to rest ! 
^ • Ao- 



tM ODE.tfil THE FAMCWiv 

An ignorant poor bacbdor am I^ 

And stupid, kncndng not tbe reasoa wlij I 

Love seems at first vrkkm the torrid zone. 
Now to the temperate^ lo^ his course he bends;. 

Now to tbe frigid Kf&fMfth with a ^roan. 
And now the sweetest of all fmioof ends/ 

Look to the simple s^OS) the state of down^. 
Bom in a hut, and seldonfr from^ their downs I 

TAus LuBiN, in » GloVer hamlet bred. 

Soon asthe honey-rmoon begatl t<> shine; 
J* Now, Deary, (i suppose tbt pair in bed} 
" Now put thy pretty littli&^«*' to mine.'' 

But when, ah me ! the hoae3F»BMoi^ wa» 0¥er^ 

Adieu the Lqv^/ 

And what the soul of delicacy cbockfiii 
Instead of "Jut thy pretty totes to mine," 

He turn'd his back, and grunted like a 8wine» 
** Why dost not beave away thy d-aui'd grceat hocisf^ 
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ODE ON THE PASSIONS. 



JL HE Passiovs ai« aft protie to lad Jisorder^, 
Whose Objects never should approach their ^re^^f /' 

«* O lead us not ioto temptation I" 
Is a cAwice pray 't, &nift whidi^ I muck admiic^ * ^ 
So many things art ittngMtius to Djbsieb • : 

So ripe tot soiii-aflmssiaatkin 1 ^ 

■ ■ ' • • 

• An ablneviiitiOB)' I pi^Hume^ <yf pHHlMSy fttquefttly tnied in 
Gl^esteishii«« 

YOVNO^ 



OD£ ON THTE FASSIOKV* tlf 

YouMG WoMXH* p^r txctnpitf O how cweef^ 
How iitfciztfttiog eftch wild sense Che^r met ! 

How much we long to smelL to the £ur now'r ! 
How long the blushing peach to pluck itj 
And suck i^— 

To use an epkurish phiftsct devour/ 

Now such desires are very dangerous things<-*- 

It does not signify to talk about it : 
Yet seemed Solomok, first of wise Kings, 

And cJte his father David» much to douit it. 
For whercsoe'cr they meet a pretty Lass, 
Snap was the word— they could not let her pass* 

How many a, time I thought it not a stn 
To press the virgin's cheek and dimpled chin« 
And press her pouting lip, that dew*clad cherry t 
And peep upon her neck of Alpine snow. 
And pressing, panting to her bosom grow^ 
Rich banquet-— oe/y— I repeat i^— o#iy/ 

But lo ! I stand lefimn'd, thank Heav'Ot 
So much of grace to me is giv'n I 

O Youths 1 whenever the wishes warm of nature^ 
Tumultuous yifie-«*destroy their daneerous danca^ 
The curb of Reason to your aid a^rance, 

And souse them with her buckets of cold water. 

No harm is in the Passions, to be sure ; 

But then they must not gallop wild to door :•— * 
Close keep them, just like hounds that long for hare ; 

Or muzzle them, indeed, like ferrets ; 

And thus suppress their wanton spirits, 
T^*t lawless wish to be as free as air* 

Well I remember, (but the times are past. 
Thank Heav'n, this wickedness can*t always last) 

When if a petticoat but caught my eye— 
A p^icoat surrounding some fair maid. 
Lord bless us ! how my heart's brisk fountain .play'd f 

Grace wasabjur'd, and Prudence forcM to flyt 
^ The 
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The pASfiOKs, Bttddeh \rak'd to watA hcr» 

And, hound-like, $canipei''d m full cry to catch her* 

The Passions, as I've said, are far from evil; 
Bij^t if not "w^ell confin^tl, they play the devil. 

Learn from t/iat CANDLB-*-n«Tk iH g(rQern^d flamCy 
How in its lustre, gentle, steady, tame. 

So mild, such trembling modesty, so quiet!-* 
But let him touchyour curtains, or your bed. 
Who on such stuff delighteth to be fed, 

Ld, in a brace of minutes, what a riot ! 
He pulls, (for nought th* unbridled Rogue jrcrcrajt 
Like Samp$oK|. an old house about his ear» t 
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fOSTSCniPT, 



TO THE READER. 

In tof iMt IHibiicotion, calted Nil Admma*!, or a Smilc 
att 3 Bishop, I motxingenmusfy, and with a pretty portion of 
\ht arr crkicaj appreciated the merits of my own Work, with 
n view of assisting some monthly Aristarchvses in their 
^iiterary discussions, and of fixing the muzzle of restraint upon 
the mouth of C a l u m n r : bdt quod petimus est ttusquam f I 
had reckoned withoitt my host. Indeed, I was deceived— 'the 
i^i was damned, asd the Ma» overwhelmed with slander* 
Little Mkter Matkias, the son of a Cobi)Ier (says Fame), 
«everthekss a rhymemonger and critic, united in hostility 
afi^ainst me, with litele scjuinting Master ^sop GiProRD^ 
ako a fhymemongcr ar.d critic,- althongh some years ago ac* 
tnally a Cobbler in the littJe town of Ashburton, in the county 
«f Devon. In inferrupthig my narrative for a minute or two, 
iiet me ohserve, that this Master JEsot Gifford has per- 
formed in several characters since his ele*oeitien from his Stall 
at Ashbvrtooy having been created a Petronius, the Ar- 
biter BLEGANTiARVM to the Ja«9i<r0A/!f Hotise of G— R; 
ia ^\i\c\k laudable situation he ac(|\iitted himself wi^.h so much 
dexterity and satisfaction to his part noble and eonstant and 
ftnritk Employer, as wdl as great reputatien- to himself, that 
he was appointed Bear-leader to his Lordship^s bopef'id 
Son, to conduct htm through the refined dominions of Italy, 
4m4 to point out to him the beauties of Painting and Sculpture, 
the knowledge of which little ^soP had acquired partly by 
hspiratkM, and partly from the inost eitceHent engravings in 
wood at the heads of ballads, which surrounded and adorned 
4ie inside of h^humble mansion, that is to say, his stall ; es- 
pecially a portrait of St. CRisPii^ at work, forming a beati- 
«tf!il frontispiece to u ballad^ whose weH-known exortSum 
#eweth poettcaHy thu: 

•• A cobbler there io<w, ond he Uvd in a stall, 

^ firfdch served Mm fir parlowTy and kitchen, and all, tfc. 

And 
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And which portnlture of St.Cribpiii bfia|^ represented wit% 
a crook back aod s^uintiog ey«s, wat often supposed by the ap- 
prentice girls and stabte-boyt of the town> vi^io were accifs- 
tomed to ieah on his bulk to hear his poetry and jokes — I say, 
this homely portraiture of the tutelar Saint of Cobblers, wns 
Supposed, py those his 'companions, to be a likeness of him* 
SELF } whicli idea he cunningly ^ encouraged, having not only 
an itch betnvfin bisfyg^n, but a brother itch in bis mind to cut 
a figure in frint. To proceed — The aforesaid 6entlemen,fear- 
ful of their own abilities (for modesty is of a timid disposition) 
united •themselves with a young Gentleman c/p/a/ MasTei^ 
Canhing, who, being vjbrwar^tlad at school, a precox tit' 
g^mutUf composing in the shortest time the most copious par- 
cels of Latin nonsense, hexameters and pentameters, (a com«' 
mon exercise for the advancement of sense), was noticed and 
elected bv Administration to high posts, from aa idea tha4; 
a forward school-boy would make a protbnnd politician. Still 
to strengthen the phalanx, the aforesaid three young Gentle*, 
men made a further union with a young Gentleman who re- 
ceived the best part of his education at that long- established 
seminary celebrated for turning out as well as turning off genius 
of every description, called N E WG atb. FuAber still to aug- 
ment their force, the aforesaid four young Gentlemen united 
with a fifth, tlie //^^ek of little ^sop, 'uiz* Lord Poluflos* 
BOio, whose broadside of Greek once thundered with such an 
happy eifect on the great Assembly of the Nation. 

This formidable Assodation^vixth. the motto of Fis umtafir" 
tior on their banners, having completed a battery called tlie 
^MTi*jACOBiN Magazine and RsviE w, for the purpose of 
confoundmg the enemies of their countty, supporting tli« 
cause of literature, and getting into lucrative empioyments^ 
opened their five on my poor Pamphlet, with'a view to its utter 
annihilation.*— To relinquish the metaphor, tjiese men, wji-. 
fully and maliciously disregarding my fair and ckndtd criti- 
cisms, have convinced me that all my attempts to produce a 
decent effect 4>d them is labour thrown away^ in short, that X 
have exhibited my imbecility in trying to wash the blacka- 
moor white. Violent has been the torrent issuing on me frooi 
those water spouts of a^use!— -Not only my poetical^ but my 
moral character, whicli I thought a £ne haunch of venison, 
has been converted into dog^s meat under their paws. In all 
the calmness of reflection^ when prejudice was askep, 1 said to 
myself^ What have I done t^ mst ^elloWti that lAey should 
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SO sluice mc uitli the muddf and stinking torreft of abivse? 
—I have, I confess, vrniurtd to speak my thoughts ot that 
rhymipg humbug the Purstiits of Kancour,.^/i/z/ Z.f7<T<a/«rf, 
—{he united -composition of the aforesaid C^«//^«mw and Lord 

•^ J and behoid, I was to fall a martyr to ray inipaitial dp. 

cisinn. I may have said tliat tlie Authors of that boistcroi s un* 
meanirg siliy production, called the PuB suits of LiriKA- 
TURF, in which so many lines and kalf- lines are st«Uen, rnd 
such 2.farriifo of impertinent quotation introduced.-*! say, I 
tn-y have called them the Ragmen of Parnassus, the Old 
Clothesmen to the Muses, Uterary PiKcusHiONs, com- 
posed of scraps and bran. J must confess that I have at 
times smiled at the'unmeaning noisy lines of two wretched 
things galled Bwviad and M<tinad\ and smiled moreover at 
thf self consecjuence of their Author.^-;-! may have said that 
if Mister ^sop Gifford, instead of Bavjads and MiE« 
viAT>s, had only composed Cobleriads, be would have 
been move at borne on the subject \ and really, no young man 
was keener in his profession than little /EsoP with hi^ paring'i 
knife in his hand- — In short j he was the cobbling wondkh 
of Ash BURTON and ks viciaity, as no one of his proi^rsAioOf 
Uke him ^ 

(So shining was ills genius) knew 

The constitution of a shoe $ 

To put a heel tap (we'll suppose) 

Or mend a sole, -or add a nose ! 

And as (or an old boot, in truth, 

lie gave it the black bloom of youth 

/i?/tf comely earj to an old pattin, 

Till some vilfe demofj cry'd — ** Learn Latin." 

, T belicye^that Imay have asserted that there is so much fla* 
tulence in those compositions, that hjs Muse previously to her 
beginning her song,.must have made a heaity dinner upon boil- 
ed peas, a vegetable possessing rnuch flitulent energy. — I 
tnay \wi€. asserted that Ste.phen Duck the Thresher was a 
much' superior, Poet to Gifpord the Cobbler ; as honest S pe- 
PiiEN wrote common |ense and from the hearty and Gifford 
from a confused muddy brain, without feeling, and in gene- 
ral without the power of exhibiting a meaning.' — I may have 
assert^^ ^% ?^^9^> .°?"^^ jiTi>ore than that : 1 do assert it now, 
il^at the'lrtresh'er is a belter writer tKan the Cobbler. — I wiy 
aive said, that when a man recciveth subscription-money for a* 

* Vol. IV. M work. 
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waik> and without any intention' to produce that work* he it 
a literary swindler* and deserveth a rope.— I may have assert- 
ed that the dirtiest of all occupations is a Pimp. — I m^ have 
said that the wretch who can write lampoons on the patrons 
^ho took him from ihedmighill, and placed him in a situation 
of respectability, is a scoundrel. — I may have said that a fel. 
Jow with the form of the letter Z, who publicly attacks an 
urvToitunate woman tor ai disorder of which the Divin£ Bff« 
ING is the sole author, is little less than a demon and a fool. 
—And finally, I may have declared that the vvretch who, after 
the most important favours conferred on him by a friend, can^ 
by the most infernal machinations, meditate the ruin of that 
friend, to pave the way for his own ambitious consequence, is 
a villain. — But what is all this to TEsop? — These reflections 
might have been general y but unfortunately for me, they have 
been considered zs particular, so that certain folk have posi* 
tively sworn in the language of an old ballad, ** That was 
levellM at, me." I moy have pronounced Mr. Canning a 
feeble character (and I appeal to his speech«;s for my justifica- 
tion) — I may have suggested that the puei ile Letter sent to 
BMaparte com\A only be the work ot Master Canhing ; and 
that Pitt and Dundas could not have been the authors o€ 
that weak peifoimance but under the brain-destroying influ* 
cnce of ihe Jolly God. For this then have I been perse- 
cuted, grievously persecuted in prose ; and I expect the same 
persecution in rhyme, if nor poetry. But, O astonished Kea* 
ner, not only these are my foes; but the i^^d^r^ belonging to 
another thing, christened the BaiilsH Critic, (it should 
have been named British Hypocrite^ Religion being made a 
6t<)lking-ho]'se for the purposes of Mammon (this Squadhai% 
spit its collected venom in my face — and for what ? Have I 
been known to attack poor Parson Nares^s still-bom pious 
prose lucubrations, or Beloe's ifhymes ? — 1 scorn to insult 
tXxtdeadt Have 1 ever spoken disrespectfully of the critical 
sagacity of Messieurs Rivingtons (two Booksellers of 
Paul's Church Yard) and-their revieiving Ladies ? 1 scoin 
to trample on paralytics. — Have I ever attacked the military 
character of Mr. Francis Rivington, whose sword is as 
sharp as his pen, and who is ready to storm the loftiest dung- 
hill of the metropolis with as nmch intrepidity as was displayed 
by the commanding General at the battle of Jemap I — I have 
seen him on the plains of Bri dew hLL in his accoutrements, 
out* Alex andering Alexander — I have seen him bayonet a 
^kpockec ac a £xe.— I have wiuiessed his undaunted appear- 
ance. 
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ance, and maintain that he will be as foimidable to his foes in 
the field as he is terrible to a poor petitioning, compiaining» 
emaciated author in his sb^p or to those drudgea the scaven* 
gers of his Review. Let justice be donc-^fiat J ustiti a» ruat 
coflum. T9 use another classical quotation, Amcus Platoi 
amicus SocRATiis, /^<//«^^/i tfwir/i Veritas— Truth and 
Candour are the Deities at whose shrine I sacrifice} or 
may I resemble 

A poor mean, sneaking, literary shrimp ( 

Lii like M— — — s, and like G— p — I 

To conclude*— I shall forbear a long and elaborate criiicisni 

on the various and numerous beauties of my production, con« 

tenting myself with modistly saying, that my pair of Prophe* 

tic Odes is not a little in the Htbrew style, and which, without 

blushing, might admit of a comparison with tome Hebrew 

compositions of Lyjric celebrity. Nay, I know some readers 

that will assert, perhaps of each of my Odes, that dicies r/« 

petit a placebii'^-'Othtn centiis^ and seme miltiets peradventure* 

To confess a tinith, I am somewhat like my great Cousin of 

Thebes in 0^ respect, an r^9///f— 4ndeed, 1 am told of it ) 

.but then I Im far fi-om detracting, like him from my con« 

temporary rivals, I persecute not with calumtiy x on the con* ^ . 

trary, I return good for evil — Messieurs Matuias, and \ 

GiFFORD, and Canning, and the Gentleman of New« 

9ATB9 and my Loixl Poluplosboio, have received my /i/y/ 

Their Pursuits, and their Ghosts, and their Baviads and 

Xlseviads, and their speeches, and their monthly criticism, shall 

never be cruelly dragged by me from tht^ Lake of Oblivion, 

to make a second feast for the table of Ridicule. — May 

they sleep in saada s^eculorum beneath the placid Expanse I 
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A SMILE AT A BISHOP: 

OCCASIONSD BT AN 

HYPERBOLICAL EULOGY ON MISS HANNAH MORE, 
Bjt Dr* Porteus^ in his late Charge to the Ciergtfm 



'^Est mothts in rcii/*.— •— Hon. 



There is reason in roasting eggs. 

Lo, Ntivelhf shall lead the World astray,. 

And cast e'en Bishops wide of Wisdom's bias; 
A Vouse has prov'd' the Lion of the Day ; 

Witness that miserable imp M— th— <8. 



ALSO, 

EXPOSTULATION; 

# • OR, 

AN ADDRESS ro MISS HANNAH MORE^ 



Miss Hannah has no eagle wing to flee. 

Whom thus thine adulation would befool 
Alas ! a \ioor Eptiemeron is Shb; 
A^humming Native of a Bristol Pool« 



LIKEWISE^ 

DupUcityy or The Bishop ; and Simplicity y or The Curate; 

A PAIR OF TALES. 

MOREOVER, 

AN ODE 

TO THE BLUE-STOCKING CLUR. 



AND, FINALLY,. 

^ Ode to some Robin Red-Breasts in a Coimtrt^ Cathcdrah 

r- III ■ I I ni 

Ms 



TO' 



BR. B. PORTEUS, 

IjORO BISHOr Off LOMXXIN. 



MY GOOD LORD I 



A: 



S your Lordship, m your late Charg^e to the Clercry, har 
almost exhausted panegytic to compliment Miss Hannait 
More on talents that are presumed to have 'worked nvonderSf 
JD the cause of Religion, and bigb'tnud Moraiitf , to use your 
'LoxA%\i\^'*% fiddling figure, I have taken the libeity of address-' 
ing a Poem to your Lordship on the subject of your most ex« 
traordinary eulogium. Your Lordship*s immmerahU virtues^ 
producing such an" enthusiasm of love and veneration, particu" 
hrlyfrom the unhenffiadMembtrs of fbe Church, the constant 
objects of yaur Lordship*s condescending and kind attentions, 
is universally allotved^ but in regard t? your Lordship^s claim- 
to Genius, Taste, and tbe^ Chair of Aristarchiis, I fear it will- 
be as universally denied. But non ommapoismnui ornnes. A- 
Bishop way be an abstemious, or a devouring Bishop ; a ge- 
nerous, or^ an avaricious Bishop ; a decent, ur an /«dccent' 
Bishop ) a believing,, or an iMrbelicving Bishop j a sober, or a 
boozing Bishop j a lazy, or ^ fox-hunting Bishop (for I have 
seen alk these characters :)-4ie may, neveitbelrss,.be no better 
than a poor Cmate among the Muses.. 

I am^ My Lord, Sec, Scc% 

P; Pi 



rnt 
BISHOP OF LONDON'S PANEQYRTC^ 



♦« iVxRS. HANNAH MORE, whose extraordinary antt 
** versatile talents can equally accommodate themselves to the^ 
*' Cottage and the Palace, who> wbite she i^ diffusing amou^f 
^' the lower orders of people an infinity of little Rellgiott»- 
*' Tiacts, calculated to reform and comfort in this world, aAd 
^ to save ^em in the next, is at the same titne applying^ al^L 
V the powers of a vigorous and highl^^cultivated mu)d». to the 
*< instruction, improvement, and delight of the most exalted 
** of her own Sex. I allude more particularly to her last wx>rk 
** on Female Education, whkh presents to the Reader such a 
^* fund nf good sense, of wholesome couustL, of sagacious oh^ 
** servation, of a kno\viedge of rhe world and of the female 
^ heart, of high-toned morality and genuine Christian piety $ 
*< and all this enlivened with such brilliancy of wit, such riclib^ 
^ ness of imagery, such variety and felicity of allusion, such' . 
*^ neatness and elegance of diction, as are not,. I cnnceive^ 
<^ easily to be found combined and blended together in anje 
** other work in the English language. 

*^ Of her little tracts, no kse than two millions weiv sold ia 
** tlie first year ! and they contributed, I am persuaded, vtry 
** essentially to counteract the poison of those impious and itn- 
** moral pamphlets, which, as I have already stated, were dis» 
" persed over the kingdom- in sttch numbers by societies of iiw 

fidels ai]d republicans J* . ' 
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THE ARGUMENT. 



Pf^er prettily and poetically proclalmeth the pernicious eflltecft 
ofF-LATiERY— liesolemi'lya«ldlrc8»tthDocTOi.PoRTEUs, 
as of the celebrated School of War burton ; loading the 
Doctor with appropriate and compllinentary epithets.— 
Though Peter acknowledgeth the Bishop^s overmatch 
for, the DhVit and Sin; he denieth his powers over Taste 
j-shrcwdly hinteth that a imse father may have ^fooiifb 
son — provetli the BisHop^s want of critical acnnun by his 
hyperbolical praises of Miss HANttAHMoRE, athymc'an4 
prose Gentlcwomaif, bom at Bristol— Peter having 
narrowly searched Miss Hannah, and tried Miss Hannah 
by his own Touchstone, di^covereth the metaUic nature of 
Mis^ Ha R nam's genius— Peter sqlemaly protesteth that 
he cannot wade tnma through Mm Hannah^s Workn 
deeming them as Dr. Johnson would have expressed him- 
self, pai^is of fue file vanity andinttUtctudtimbeciHtj. 



s 



OFT if the voice of Flattery ! iwcet her Song! 
Ah, much too sweet for man, Tain man I fear! 
Her oil of fool 9 too fluent, glides along. 
And winding, drops with deaths into his ear* 

O PoRTEU»,of the Wakburtomiam School* 
Meek, modest, generous, diffident, and humble, 

'Tb said that sometir»e9 Saoes play the fool ; 
But when they stumble, with a vengeance stumble : 

Though form'd to brighten all the human race, 
Rare flint and steel, illumining the dark ; 

Though, like an egg, so full of faith, and grace. 
Like thy great * Prototype of Pryor Park; 

* The late Bl$lv>p Warburtoa^ of lamb-like memory. 

Oh, 
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Though bravely furioiw for the fight, to tame 
Old Nick, and eke hi« dirty Mother Sin, 

With every sort of weapon one can name, 
£Y*n from the thundering cannon to 2t.pm; 

Y?t, PoRTEUs, though as^iant with thy bloWB, 
That Sin's and Satan^ hides witli glory baste, 

A dwarf art thou, in fields of Verse and Prose— 
A very pigmy in the realms of Taste. 

What tho' thou rhyme hast made, it does not follow^ 
The. Critic's laurel must thy temples shade; 

A man may be descended from Apollo, 
And yet a tto^ice ia the critic trade. 

Nay, man may scarce be equal to 9ipun ; 

1 et sprutig from Fhczbus, but without his aft : 
Less fit to guide the chariot of the Sun, 

Than that more bumble vehicle^ a cart* 

With sigbs I tell thee of Miss Hannah Morc, 
A MIGHTY Genius, in thy charge display'd ! 

Rpow, I have search'd the Damsel o'er and o'er. 
And only find Miss Hannah, a^MMfMAiD. 

Of^ by my touchstone have ItryM tiie Lass,' 

And see no shining mark of gol4 appear ; 
No, nor one beam of silver; some small brass. 
And kad and gHttering mufulicy in tbia« ear* 

A sorry Critic, Tnpu, in prose and metre. 
Or thou hadst judg'd her powers a scanty rill ; 

Which, if thou wilt believe the word of Peter, 
Crawls "at the bottom of tb* Aonian hill. 

Twice can^t I read her labours for my bloody , 

Sosimpfy mawkish, so mblimefy sad! 
I own Miss Hannah's life is very good^ 

But then her verse and prose are tsery had* 



No 
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No Muse c*er toiicbM Miss Hannah's lips with fire ; 

No fountain A^rrVof bright imagination : 
So little doth a genuine Muse inspire. 

That Genius will not own her a Rehthn. 

Miss Hannah's graces dazzle not the view- 
No bonfire she — no Sun*s meridian blaze :— 

A rush-light *midst th' illuminating Few : 
A farthing rush-light^ with its winking rays. 

Miss Hannah has no eag^e-wing to flee. 

Whom thus thine adulation can befool : 
Alas! a poor ephemeron is She ! 

A humming Native of a Bristol pool. 



ARGUMENT 
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ARGUMENT. 

Pet£r sorely complaincth of Miss Hannah^s cracked ln« 
,8trument-«-announceth Women superior to M(ss HaKxahI 
— Miss Rai^mah laugheth in her sleeve at the Bishop *s 
praise. — Peter thinkcth that Mount Parnassus would 
nave shed no tears, had Miss Hannah never written — he, 
blameth the B18HOP for making a sbBiv of Miss HAKNAHk 
—Peter exhibiteth his candour^ in condemning rather the 
flattery of the 3S&hop, than Miss Hannah's literaiy imbe- 
cility. — Peter rippeth^ up the Blue-Stocking Club, 
for their foolish exhibition of Miss Hannah — he acknow* 
ledgeth the power of NoveltYi particulariy with respect 
to a Pamphlet of one of the smafler Rats of the Queen^s 
Closet y called Mathias — he giveth the little aniMal R 
good drubbing. — PETERhintethatscmeof Miss HhNNah's 
Clerical Friends in the Kevijcws — sensibly anlmadverteth on 
the virnish-eating power of Father Time* 



•*k 



JL NDEED, Miss Hannah hatb a so-so lyre ; 

So out of tunc;, it murders all tlic Nine: 
She really playcth not with taste or fire : 

No, Doctor Porteus, no, thou Great Divine ! 

Know, PoRTEi's, we have Women of renown. 
Miss Hannah's equals, or my judgment fail : 

Nay, numbers, I aver it i of whose gown 
Miss Hannah is not fit to hold the taH. 

With smiles her eulogy Miss Hannah bears; ' 
Laughs in her sleeve at all th}"^ pompous pi-aise : 

la silence wrapp'd, perceives the ass's ears. 
And «its complacent while her Stjcntor brays. 

Had 
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Had Wisdom crusliM Miss Hannah's forward quill — 
Had Silence put a gag on Hannah's tongue — 

Np'crape had mourn'd, upon the Mlsiis' hill. 
Nor Ph(ebus blubber'd for the loss of song. 

Hadst Thou not fondly dragg'd Miss Hannah forth, 
Plac'd her on high, and cried, *' Behold a wonder 1** 

No 5?oul had scmtiniz'd the Woman's worth ; 
Safe flora the world /ivr weak/ie'i.s and t/n/ blunder . 

Thy prfiise of Hannah is a pillar fair, 

A lofty pillar, but supporting xchaf? 
Why, on its head, sup])orting high in air 

A niole, a grasshopper, a mouse, a rat. 

Calm, but for thee, had Hannah pass'd along: 
Oblivion ready, with her shroud and spade. 

To sink her with a pfose and rhyming throng 
\\\ suqred silence, and eternal shade. 

But no ! the Bisrrop stops her on her way; 

Ah, wherefore? — God Almighty only knows ! 
To gibbet her amid the blaze of day, 

A piteous carcase for the critic crows. 

Teople should not run riot with apj>lause ; 

But ah ! how many praise without pretence ? 
Bawl for a WORK with wide-extended ji*ws; 
Of words a ddugc^ and a dt:iip of sense I 

I censure not Miss'Hannah for sacl prose — 
I censure not Miss Hannah fof sad rhymes : 

Govl sees my heart I I only censure those 

Whose flatteries damn the judgment of the Times. 

The Bas-blxu Club, grave Greybeards, these old 
Dames 

A 11 righteous, cramm'd to mouth with heav'nly manna. 
Ambitious of a Wit among their names, 

into their magic-lantern clapp'd Miss* Hannah : 
Vol. IV. N Then 
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Then bade tbc Bishop look with wondVing eyes— 
The Bishop's wondVing orbs enjoy'd the sight — 

•* A Giantess of Genius!" Porteus cries. 
Forgetting it a literary Mitt\ 

Yet Novelty shall lead the world astray, • 
And turn ev^n Bishops off from Wisdom's Sias; 

A Mouse shall start the Lion of the day — 
Witness that miserable imp Mathias.^ 

Behold ! this huma^ sfrnke^ or human foatf^ 
Sly, 'mid the windings of his murky hole, 

Pour'd on the shrinking world his pois'nous load, , . 
And on the Bi«:h8 of Merit M his soul. 

But lo, of short duration was his date ! 

Soon stopp'd the torrent of his wounding lust : 
Justice stepp'd forth to give the Fiend bis fate, 

And Crush'd him 'midst the Reptiles of the dust* 

Though Hannah's prose present 08 nothing new, 
Though Hannah's verse be lame, insipid stuff; 

Some xttble Critic, in some kind Review, 
Shall give the little paper-kite a pufi. 

At length comes Time, with Truth's pervading ray, ^ 

To separate the Living from the Dvad ; 
Clears the dark clouds of Prejudice away. 

And roasts the varnish off, by Flatt'ry spread. . 

And lo, this varnish with thy daubing brusli 

SmeavM o'er Miss Hannah must by Time be roasted} 

The nymph in all her nakedness will blush. 
And courtly Porteus, for a Flatterer posted. 

* This poor litUe WRETCH, whosi? pamphlet, misnomeredTuii*' 
stJiTS of LiTSRATURK, but whose (rue appellation should have 
been Pursuits of Kakcour, dared not acknowledge his own 
toorA;.-— The enormity of its falsehood and impudence was quite a 
novelty, and in spite of its contempiible inibecilitj, gaiiked the 
attention of the Public- — 27^i*, Math i as mi^^Klk for Fame; stiU 
he denied any connexion with the pamphUt-~-jvery paltry subtef* 
fugi was made use of, to escape detection., At length a f<;w. li- 
terary HOUNDS seriousl^ypursued him, buuted him fairly to Ivis 
hole, and. put the vermin to death. 
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ARGUMENT. 

Petcr fnncieth that he hath fut the Bishop inn pas&ion— 
iiegiveth his opinion of a Book called Strictcrbs upon 
FfcMALE Education, with Miss Haknah^s name annex- 
ed — he subtracteth greatly from the merit of Miss Han M AH 
in those. Volumes. — PETtR describeth Miss Hannah's 
mode of manosLiiTring, by two apt and beautiful compari- 
sons. Hemp am! Ltatber-Ati Ukeneth Miss Hannah unto a 
Hen, who hatchetli t]ie eggs of another Bird— hfe confesseth 
her exemplary piety and snow-like appcaranccy but severely 
reprimandeth her uncharitableness towards the frail ONfcs 
of herown sex— PjTER praiseth his own celestial disposi- 
tion in favour of fallen Beauty — be addresseth the barbarous 
part of. the Female Creation: asserting thsit Xo^t and an 
Qld.Lady are not inG0!m)atible— be giveth the Judges a 
stroke for their amorous faces on trials of Rape and Crim- 
Con,— Peter winiltth tip sublimely and charitably, , , 
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iN OW, PoRTEUP, I behold thee in a passion, * 
^ And thus exclaiming — ••What IMissi Hannah More 
•« No GxNiois ! what is then her Education, 
*• So praised and ^hoed o^et^ and oVr and o^er4'* 
.'■•"» 
ril tell thee, Porteus, what. — Miss Hannah's 
Strictures 



But 



Are decent things— perhaps Miss Hannah's phtn: 
ftt^ trust me, they arc all some Parson's pictures: 
•These, Hannah never dj^ew. nor cohui'\L man !• 

At. times she fiiids of Aenrp a kittle wad, 

Begs some young Levite Fpin it : — ^nothing loth. 

He adds- latsgc (Quantities of iiax, kind lad,, 
Acfd with4he mixture fabricates a clM» 

* ■ - ' . 

\ . N2 Again 
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Again*— Miss Hannah finds a scrap of leather, . 

Uorsc'skin — and, slily 1o some Crispin goes : 
Crispin adds o^///'-*//;/— pats them both together,. '' 

And makes a tolerable pair of shoes. 

Miss Hannah may be aptly term'd a Ihn^ 

Who sits on Pheasant's eggs, to kindness prone; 

Hutches the birds, a pretty brood; but then. 

Weak vanity, she calls the Chicks *^tr ot:;^. 

» 
Miss Hannah's pUti/ xve all admire. 

Her life a field of Alpine snow so white ! 
And what our good opinion must inspire. 

With Bishops she could tuik from morn to ni^ht. 

Oh, had [rood Hannah been not so sivere 

On eacll young victim of her tempting bloom! 

Instead of sarcasm droppM a pitying tear, 

And with a beam of comfort chear'd her gloom ! 

/ cannot drag the Nymph to grinning daj/ : 

I cannot curse the Nymph o{ yieidiiig charms: 

Instead of casting the poor Girl away. 

Lord ! I would rather clasp her in ray arms ! 

Hung on her lip, bestow the generous kiss ; 

CVtch the pure drop that leaves her liquid eye : 
And gaitlij chiding the uniicens^d bliss ^ 

Heclaim the beauteous Mourner with a slsh, 

o 

• ■ ,. ( . 

O think pf Love, ye Ladies of hard hearts ! 

Lo, Nature weaves it close in e.t*ry cranny \ 
Ev'n from Old Women rarely it departs. 

The subject sweet of many a shaking Granny. 

Ev*n Judges for their gravity rever'd, 

I've seen upon Crim. Con. with passion gape; 

With wanton questions wag the watering beard. 
Point the hot eye, and chuckle at a Rape. 

' pRUpERY, 
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Prudert, I hate the hs^, whose breath woald blight 
The opening buds of gentle May and June ; 

Brest to spread darlcDess, like the cloud of night» 
Thaf hangs a dirty malkin on the moon ! 

Oh, be the pounded Pnide^ who dares reprove. 
And furious charge the feeble Maid or Dam£, 

A Nymph, who, cautious of the Torch of Lovx, 
Has never $in^ed her honour at its flanne. 



i.i'r>« .1 i' ■ ■ L agaasega 



N 3 ARGUMENT, 



158 NIL ^DMlKJiUli 



Peter declareth that heliketh literary ^cmulatloa araongst the 
Sex, but contendeth for fair play — that is. to say» P^p!e 
should publish their own works.— Peter knoweth Mi'-s 
H ankah's havage» knoweth allher points, and pronouiiceth 
her unqualified for a first-rate Racer* vvhatevcr her powers 
among ihe Ponies. — Peter clucldateth the frauds in Li* 
teratirfcby a SMOCR race. — Peter turneth to the Bishop, 
and asketh -a shrewd question. — He solemnly calleth on the 
BisHOp^s atteniion, and sayeth oracular things! — Peter 
supplicateth the Bishop to think charitably ot his rhyming 
intcr.tions-^e dreadeth the fatal effects of his flattery of 
Miss Hannah $ making her hold up her nose in contempt 
of the Under- World, knowing noae but Quality.— Peter 
atserteth such flattery to be a Sin, as it stirreth up Pride, 
which every body knows ruined ihe Devil. — Pete* citcth 
a proverb taken from Hell — he again beggeth the BiSHoP 
to think well of his intentions — procUimcth his Love for 
Bishops, perhaps equal to tha^ of the unbeneficed Clergy. 
— Peter draweth a parallel between Bishops of old, and 
Bishops of the present day — a terrible portrait of the Old 
School ! — a most engaging one of the New.--— Peter 
piously c tAidude th with a pray tr for BxsHOPs. 
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LIKE a rhahkip in art, I own— 
Yes, let there be a spur to emulation : 
Eut let fair Justice sit upon her throne^ 
And keep a little decent regulation. 

Lo, for the luurd prize Miss Hannah s^rta! 

But Natuke, to Miss Hann^h*s heels uhkim!> 
The hopes of honour and of glory thwarts \ 
. Left is Miss H ANNA A's far, yes, far bebincj. 

Miss Hannah's heels are greasy, let me say ; 

Miss Hannah*s joints are very stiff indeed: . 
Her form is rather fitted for the draify 

Than on Newmarket ttirf to show a speed* 



Some 



Some years ago, I sa^ a female -race; 

The prize a shift — a Holland shitt I ween ; 
TenDAMSEJLSy neariy.alliii.ua^e^^ ^r^r^^, 

Rush'd for the preciotis prize along the green .^ 

Sylvia^ a charming lass (who, if an air 
Kni face had been permitted to contend. 

Had carried all before her) luckless FairI 
Was to her Sistee Race&s forcM to bend» 

* 

When, Orson mounted on a goodly Mule, 
WHiose love for Sylvia to her cause inclin'd hint. 

In spite, ye Gods, of ev'ry racing rule, 
Whfpp'd up the Damsel on the Beast behind him. 

Then off he gallopM, passM each panting Maid, 
Who mark'd tlje cheat with disappointed eyes ; 

Soon brought her in, unblushing at his aid. 
And for his Fav'rite boklly claimed the PaizE. 

O say, has nought been very like it, here ? 

Did no kind Swajn bis hand to Hannah yields- 
No Bishop*s hand to help a heavy Hear, 

And bear the Nymph triumphant o*er the field? 

n 

List to the Oracles I now advance-^ 

A man stark blind should never )*tic€s run i 

A cripple never should pretend to dance ; 
A head of wax should never court the Sun. 

Tben bid Miss Hannah More her pen confine: 
Repress the vainly rhymvig, prosing ra^e. 

That makes its sinful damn the nerveless line, 
L^;j-JoB like curse the jpetivy of the page. 

Good Porteus, think not Envy prompts ray strain ; 
♦ 'Tis Pity, Pity bids me verse compose. 
Thy flattery*s fumes must turn the Virgin's hrain^ 
So fierce its incense burns beneatli her nose. . 

Oh, 



Oh. haAit llKra craHrlM a Curkte^ let me lajr. 

Harmless A jr flatt'rjr then t»d ftoent its breath ;. 
Just WhispefM to tiie wodd, Iiti4 died away» 

Like thy own Sermons, knd ikud U/fts oa Db'atb* 

Miss Havkah'^ head is noW among thje clouds. 
Borne by the necrodiantic art of praise I « 

The N YMpn from vuigar eyes her g^ory shrouds. 
To mix' with higk-lm^d qoalhy her rays* 

To THEM» Miss Haknah^ Stilting fordi so fine. 

In all thy gdudy Jiolo*rs superbly drest. 
Must raise a smile on grayer moutlis than mijrr; 
Such deeming mockVy-^snch a solemn jest ! 

An Oracle behold Miss Hannah grown ! 

Each Child of title lisps Miss Hannah's name; 
A Bishop^ s plaudit sanctifies a Joan :^^^ 

What better passport to the House of Fame? 

Thus then, O Man of God, thy flattery sins: 
Fer thou hast conjur'd up the Woman s tanify^ 

Bestow'd false consequence on heads of j^is^ 
And giv*n (O bldsh !) a substance to inanity* 

Thus then thy praises of Miss Hannah's bead 
To Pride, that pitfall of old Satan, win her ? 

PoRTEUs there is a proverb thou shoaldst read, 

*• When FLATT^ftERs meet, the Devil goes to dinnSr,** 

Deem not, ^<?o«?Torteus, that in this niy'«6ng 

I mean to harrow up thy kumlk mind. 
And stay that voice in Londbn known so long ; ; 

For baimr and sofhies&'an Etesian wind. 

My love for Bishops is proverbial grown : 

Sweet is the race, and so Miss Hannah says : * 

Where'er I wander, lo ! 1 make it knbwo ! 

How different fiom th^ tribes of distant daj'S ! 



Lonor' 
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Long wcrcWBffti45p'af49ks in Htfwi of roiJe». ' ^.j 
His* gapirtg guHet (folrftUl ^thc tqwik df Hell : . . . 

Loiul as the Lybikn Llon-'s,ii/as bis .roar, ' ij t^v 
His ffo^riis like ilighinm^, itiatiug, where' tbey '^K 

Then PERsfeWjTioN rafe'd her ino'n ciiQur, . •• » 
And saw, T?^i*b dotting eye, b«r power displayed ; 

Eujoy'd the riy?n* brains 'at ev'ry Jolow, .». - 

And bless'd the knites and <hookA with which ^eflay'd. 

Grill'd, roasted, carbonaded, fricaseed, 

Men, women, chijdren^ for the slightest things \ 

Burnt, jBtrangled, glorying in the horclddeed; 

Nay, starv'd and fiogg'^Gop** gre^t ViCj&QSftJSNTS, 
Kings! 

Biit'tbing« ai% chang'd^^assume a different tone. 

The teeth of Bishops arc a gtt'itle set ; 
Content, if nought is near to pick a bone ; 

So little pamper'd with delicious meat. 

How sweet the f mile, when Bishop, Bishop greets ! 

How flow tilt honey *d streams of salutation, 
Ev'n in the middle ©f our London streets : 

Rich lessons of good-will to all the Nation ! 

No scorn now frownetb from a Bishop's eye, 
No sounds of anger from his %)s escape ; 

SkVic on-a Cutate's importuning sigh, . 
Save on the penury of ragged or ape » 

Now God preserve the Bishops, every skin, 
' To' blaze 4ike beacons to the darkened Nations ; 
To roast old Sat aw, knock down Gamraer Sin, 
And for a pack of rascals hang the Passions, 

Thus ends my songj^ perhaps a child of Fame,— 
And now, for- Jmatice' sake, let me petition : s'' 

Should Foit'EUNE x:hancc to give thy Chah<s,js ^eL,name, 
Omit Miss Hannah's in the next Edition. 
. . ADVER- 
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IVllSS Haknab More ha>fing, with unmerltc^ sevcritjr^ 
nay, illiberaUty, attftckect thie poor ?oets en masse i aHas in a 
iumpy In the following terms, viz* *<Th« Poets ugain. Who, 
to do them justice, are always ready to lend a belong- band 
when any mischU/ls to be done (** I have, unlike Miss Han- 
liAH» preserved a CluijBtian spirit On the r>ccasion, ti spkit 
which she every where so fervently recommends, and ntukljf • 
mademy^complamt in poetical expostulation, hoping that she 
will, with the usual assistance of her good friends the Clergv^ 
vouchsafe me an answer, in some nneasure to jostify the slander^ 
or c?fpunge it in the next Edition of what are called i!#r St RXC'» 

TURtES on FEMALE £dV€ATION»* 



* Vide Strictures on Femalo Education, Vol. II. page 123. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The Ppet begs to be informed of the cause of Miss Han nah*) 
Wrath — ^be pniseth the mildness of the Po£Tt-^he putteth 
sly and shrewd questions to Miss HaNMAH.-— PETERCom* 
platneth of Miss Hannah's general sarcasm on himself and 
Brother Bards. — Peter puffcth i&/fflr//^^boasteth of the 
Royal Attention to his Works — also of one of the 
Princessj^b, all the favourites of Peter^ whom 'Peter 
admire[t)i and laudeth-^also of Miss Tryon, late Maid of 
Honour, and the present Maids of Hononr-^Iikewise of the 
immortal Kotsciusko.— -Peter with his accustomed li- 
berality exhibiteth the reverse of the medal, describing the 
unfavourable opinion enteitained of him by the Blue- 
Stockikg CLUB-»he giveth the anathema of a little 
old man in petticoats, called Urganda, an important 
Membress of the Socifty, and much attended to in tne De« 
bates.*-^DAME Urganda calleth ujfx}n Miss Hannah to 
be the little David of the Club, and slay Goliah Peter. 
Peter cannot account for Miss Hannah's attack on the 
Poets. — He maketh Miss Hannah a grand offer of com- 
posing a glorious panegyric on her splendid genius, the very 
instant Miss Hannah informs him ovi^^mV is to be found* 



WBB 



TO 

mSS HAl^NAH MORE, 



xspostulation. 

i^AY, Angry Hannah, on a gentle Thron*, 
Why boils thus o'er the cauldrpn of thine ire I 

Jk dcnre-fike o&pring are tb^e Sons of Song, 
A'^ctob lice the Children of the Lyre. 



Poets 
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Poets were ever dccmM a sacred Bund, 

Abounding with mtjch "viitiH?; meeknesSy grace ; 

Indeed a peaceful treasure to the Land, 

The Robin Redbreasts of the human Race. 

Oh ! has no Bard to Hannah pourM an air; 

With Hannah's beauty bid no stdnza glox^: 
Her cheek's warm roses, and her flaxen hair. 

The lip of purple, and the neck of snow. 

Oh ! hast thou pust through life without a rhyme ? 

No sweet acrostic on thy liquid name? ^ 
No rebus, no conundrum's happy chime. 

Proclaiming graces, aird a hopeless flafne i 

Tell me, did no fond Lover evor-W4ite 
A decent distich on \m fati'r'Ue MAin ? 

Not to his dear Lucretia c^wcr endite ? 
For sonneteeriu": is the Lover's trade; 

Somewhaf has wounded thee, 'tis very plain 1 
Revenge, 1 fear, lies rankling in thineheart; 

Then say thy cause of anger and disdain — 

Why on poor POETS hast thou been so tart? 



• 4. 



Much for the-Poej^V character 1 feel-s- ' 

And me a Poet, Majesty will own; ' 

Nay, nay, my glory why- should I conceal? 
My works, morocco-gilt, are near the Throne^ 



•• • * 



The charming Princesses who court the Nini>, 
Whom Taste delighted ^iroudly leads along— 

These, with a smile, have read my early line. 
And with their n^mcs shaU- g.ra^o my latest song. 

Miss Tryon, Maid of Honour to the Queen, 
In rich Morocco bid my words be bound : ' 

Beneath the pillows of the /r.</, I ween, ' ', . 
The works of Peter Pindar may ht found. * 



/■ 
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MeKoTsciusco deems a Bahd divine! 

My works illum'd his dungeon* of affright : 
*Twas there the Hejbio read jny Lyric line. 

Yea read my lueubratious with delight. 

To ME the Hero rich Falernian sent. 
To soothe the horrors of our gloomy weather ; 

To HIM in Leicester- t*iELDs with joy 1 went. 
For Bards and Heroes pair like Dove J together* 

Yet let me say, be done fair Justice too. 

Some damn in toto -my poor Ikotights and style ; * 

The toothless g^ums of half the grave BasVbleu, 
Watering, asd wondering) how the World can smi/e. 

Urgakda, with more Ijeard than female grace. 

If old Urgandabas not learnt to shave. 
Makes, at my name,inosl horrible grimace. 

Screaming, '•* I*d buy a rope to bang the knave." 






My diearest, jswectestpAviGyRisT, -More, 
Pray, pray oblige me with your flippant pen ; 
** Lord ; you have so much wit — yes, such a store ! 
** Pray, Hannah, cut as up this worst of men* 

^* Oh, cv^ the fellow into mince meat, pray ! 

** Whene'er I hear his name, I'm in a stero; 
** He's worse than Johnson, ten times, let me say, 

** Who gave himself such airs on the Bas-bleu. 

** O Lord! O Lord! what is Parnassus now? 

" A dismal, barren, melancholy waste; 
'** Brambles, and weeds, and briars on the brow ; 

*' No fruit — no fruit, to gratify the taste. 

" In short, this once great celebrated Hill - ^ 

'*^ Exhibits only children at the nipple; 
"** A hospital indeed that Ideoti fill, 

*' And every fort of lam$ and hopping cripple. 

» 

• Whon a Prisoner in Russia. 
Vol. IV. O « On 
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*• Oit YoiT^mir little: DA.vtD» tniedy we cfdU • * ' 
** To kneek this vile G on 4 h on the head; • • 

" Down with Wihl— lik* a buUofck let him fell ; • 
*• Down with biml^fc-Lord ! J lon^ to see'him dead / 

** Then, Mw, the hortid monster grins no rfiorc; 

•• T/icn at our Club the owl no longer hoots : 
** TAus shall our Club the glorious deed adore."-— 

Thus spoke the little proud old .Pu$s in bootsl ^^ 

But n6w to thee, fair Hannah , to return. 
For much 1 long thy fury^s cause to know; 

Nought haiFe / dotie to %idthwe anger biiui ; ; ' 
A/^ ink can never blot the Test cf snow* 

J^o! to dojusdce— -with a liberal spirit, 

I'm now on tip-toe, to begin my lays ! 
Hint to the Poet but thy varmts merits 

ril make Paknassus Mim^rr with thy praise. 
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HOW 
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HOW unlike die Bhlioot cfM arc our modem nm of lawn 1 
Foi-meilftkey were ail pride» hypocrisy»'in9oUnee» and ra- 
pacity ; but behold I tht present race art oiiJdy affablrt cha- 
fitibUf and generous ^ suid though ^a cmioently exalted 
above their half-Starved Curates, appear to have been bred 
(gentle Dov^s) in, the bosom of Humility. 



DUPLICITY, on THE EISJTOP OP OLD. 



A 



(Our*8 are a $ wtd^ sst oi'Stdutifr i trow) 
Was by bis Sov£re:ign sent to rule abroad: 
Immcd^tely' upon, the news 
Of his arrival^ camespme Jell's • • 
To compUment the mitted Man of God. . 
■ ' .' ^ • . . , . • -'..'•- . • . 

«* Jews!'* bawt*d the Bishop, in the direst passion, 
*• D'ye think FU see that vile apostate Nation ? 
•• Run, Pierrot— drive them off— run faster, ^ter; 
** TcU them they crucified my Heavenly Master.'* 

•* But Sir, but Sir,*^' qaoth Pierrot, stepping back. 
Devoutly whispering in the Bishop's ear-— ^ 

<« These J<?TEJtbxio^.PR«SENTs! Lpt^latleastasack.'^ 
'* Ah! ah !** replied the Bishop — Jess austere — 

•* These jjcople could know nothing of the ««-— 

** Poor creatures ! well, well, Pierrot, let *^m in.*^ 
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SIMPIICITY, ORrnECtmATE. ' 
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OW cHfiicult, alas! to please mankind I -- * ■ 

One or the otlier every moment '««^/w•*i^ ;• *- 

I'his wants an eastern, that a weetcfn wind; •» 
. A thinJ, petition for a aoutlwra, cjtteiis*'^ . , 

Some pray for rain, and some for frost aihtl* jJnow ; 
How can Heav'n suit ali palates? — 1 dbnV-know# '" 

Good Lamb, the Curate, muph appVovM^ . 
Indeed by all his ftock bt.loc*d^ 
) Was one dry summer beggM to pray for rain > ' , 
The Parson most devoutly pray M-— . - 

'1 he pow'rs of pray *r were soon display 'd ; 
Immediately a ^re/,f J drench 'd the plain. 

It chanc'd that the Churchwarden, Robin Jay, 

Had of his meadow nx)t yet 5tf » V the hay < -. • d i j '.:;')' * • 

Thus was his hay to health quite past rQ$tQr^R^'*\ * *' 
Ithappen'd too that Robin was from home \ r 
But when he heard the story, in a foanti •' - •' ♦o *' 

He sought the Parson, like a lion roarinjj. , 

" Zounds! Parson Lamb, why, what have you,be*ca 

doing? ^ . . ' ' 1-vr ]. 

•* A pretty sto'rm indeed ye have been brewing 1^*^ 

** What! pray for vain before i s.dv^d ifiy b»yrl ^, -^ •. 
** Oh! you're a proel and ungrateful man! : , ; 

*• J that for ever help you all I can ; - * • 

'* Ask you to dine.wi^ me and M<stres6 J>iY» 
** Whenever we have something on the spi^, 
*^ Or in the pot a nice and daicty bit; :, » 



c< 



Send you a goose, a pair of chicken, 
** Wtio*e bones you axe so fond of picking ; 

^ And 
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*' And often too a cag of brandy ! . 
•• You that were welcome to a treat, 
** To smoke and chat, and drink and eat; 

** Making my house so very handy ! 

You^ Parsoh, serve one such a scurvy trick! 

Zounds ! you must have the bowels of Old Nick* 
" What ! bring the flood of Noah from the skies, 
" With wiy fine field of hay before your eyes! 
*■ A numscuU, that I wer'n't of this aware !— 
•• Curse me butJ had stopp'd your pretty prayV !'* 

** Dear Mister Jay! (quoth Lamb) alas! alas! 
** I never thought upon your field of ijrass/* 

••- Lord ! Parson, you're a fooly one might suppose-* 
•* Was not the field just underneath your ftosef 
** This is a very pretty losing job !"— 
*• Sir/* quoth the Curate, •« know that'HARRV Cobb 
* * You r Brother Warden join *d , to h ave the pray *r ."— 
** Cobb ! Cob^ ! why this for Cobb was only sport : 
*• What doth Cobb own that any rain can hurt?"** 
Roar'd furious Jay as broad as he could stare* 

** The fellow owns, as far as I can larn^ 

** A few old houses only, and a barn, 

-** As that's thexase, zouns ; what are show'ra to him ?•* 

'* Not NoAH'f fiood could make Aii trumpery swim* 

*• Besides — why could you not for driTrie pray ? 
*i Wy force it down in duckets on the hay ? 
<■ Would T have play'd with your hoy such a freak? 
•« No! rdhavestopp'd the weather for a week." 

'** Dear Mister Jay, I do protest, 
** I acted solely for the best ;. 

** I do afErm it. Mister Jay^ indeed*. 
'* Your anger for this 0nce restrain^ 
**• ril never bring a drop again 

•• Till YOU and all the Parish arc agreed.** 
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SLUMSTOCKING CW^, 
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ARGUMENT. 

PciPBR, a^ress^tkthe old J^itekary Laoips with mnch po* 
etical soUmnity — ^bcggeth their pardon for taking ljbiertit;% 
with Miss Hanijiah Mojie> one of the Columns of th^ 
Blvk-Stockino Club — lie hinteth to them th^ M.iss' 
H^iNNAH's last Book is not Miss HannahV^-Pbter! 
illustiateth Miss Hanham^s manoevres by a soblimecbm* 
pari&onof an old Mousbr and her DAUGHTBR.'^PETEft. 
induigeth himself in another apt comparison of a Fisb*tbejt^ 
thinking Mi«f Hamnah may, in a slytwuy^ h^^ve borrotved 
her last PUBLICATION f andadviseth the resioracion to the 
Proprietor. 



\JLX) Critics— GaiM.mer Wisdomst— *r7/?icw< » 

Dames, 
Whe, fond of bein^- dee ta'dillust nous Naxnet', 

Proudly o'er Mount Parnassus cast yourslK^;: 
III grave Divan, who mo^ sublimely tnt^ 
Pronounciftg' judgnidnt u])oa works of Wit-, 

indeed on all the labours of the Muse.! 
Accept a little Ode-ffom F&ter, 
Who charms you seidom with his metre* 



WiseDAME*, I know your motley Club 
Has met with manya wftotott diuk 



From 



Whose talent is to sneer su%4 laugb> 
To call impprtant mattery rt^^ 

And lower WiiDQMSom^lB^tQ a^nj. 

Now, Ladies, don't be in a pasMOtt, 
Because l*ve treated in such fashion 

Miss Hannah, whom yoo iddiM and'fbtttr : 
I do assure you, soi.emn i)AM^, 
Miss Hann a h with no xattxtjfames^ 

No ! she's zJitUe bit of an impest<fi\. 

I know you call the Nymph, the Sun so bright : 
Now, sbels Miss Moo/i— -and borroveth all her light . 

Who has not seen a kind old Mother Cat 
Deliver a dead Urd, or mouse, or rat. 

To her young kitten. Miss Grimalkin'? 
Mfss catches it w»th raptur'd claws, 
Locks it at once witbin her jaws, 

Round with cocked tail^ and round triumphant walking ; 
So carefully her treasure holding, watching. 
And proudly purring, ** This is allm^ catching,^* 

Has not Miss Hannah been the kitten here? 
Too strongly she resembles it» I fear !. 

Believe me, yonr Miss Hannah More^ 
As I have somewhere said before. 

Starts like the Country Lasses for the shift\ 
And just like Sylvia left behind 
By rivals, much against her mind. 

Who -Stole before them by a lucky lift. 

Miss Hannah, too, « lucky lift has had 
On some kind Priest* s-^perchaiwe ?l Bishop* s pad/ 
Miss Hannah's Work, so much beprais'd^ 
By flattery's puff so highly nus'd ; 

I say 



IMS 
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I say Mns Hanhah's pretty EDucATioM-book^ 
Of fishing parties starts a story. 
Where one shall slol another^ troat or dory^f. 

And slily pnll it in on his own hook* 



Now, Ladies, as your honours are at stoke, 
I beg you, for your reputation's sake. 

To sift this petty larceny of the pen I 
And as ye probably may fincl it out. 
Confront Miss Hannah — kick up some small rou 

And make her give the man his,/>A ag^isu 



, 
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' tN A' Country cAXHXPftAt. 



O VVEET MiNSTREXs of the «ounding choir. 

Your ditties soothe, delight, inspire ; 

That wake' the echoes from th^ir deep repose ; 

Soft echoes dpng through the Dome, 

(As though from* Sp i r its, of the.ton>;b) 
Soon as your, voices si<ik in plaintive cloa<! 

Again, Ol lull me with your lay, 
And let it never die away. . 

How welcome, rise your hymns to Heav*n^ 

In gratitude so sirapjy giv'n ! 

Celestials snfvile upon your songs of praise : 

For to the chaste angelic ear 

vThe gratefuj voice is ever near. 
But loath'd the sounds that Affectation- brays; 
And yet how many a voice, and pipe, andchord. 
Brays to the praise and giorj/ of tlvc Lord ! 

Hark ! hark ! what rude discordant sounds ! 
A jail broke loose !-^a pack of hounds ! 

No, 'ti^ a Bishop, Dean, an.d bawling Boys! 
What uproar wild ! The wolves of Thraoe 
Howl'd to the moon with sweeter grace ; 
r JEiv*n Lyria's Lions make not ffalf the noise. 

What 
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What human brain the thunder bears; 
A kingdom for a pair oi patent eaAl 

Yet while they deal these direful sounds; 
Din that disturbs, affrights, astounds ; 
How mer»:iful is Heav'n, to bear the bother^ 
And not knock one thick scull against theotbef ! 

Yet to \ht praise and glory of the Lord, 
As oft they ope the volume of their throat, 

Their gullets gape not of their o^n accord: — 
*Tis money, money only, prompts the note, ' 

Rcav'n's Cherubs blush, and burning Seraphs stare. 

To thiiik that bribes must purchase praise and pray*N 

Sweet Race, to you I turn again I 
Now all the ear-distracting Train 

Has left the dome, the cherub Peace rcstor^d.-7— 
How different 5^o«r delighting throats !' 
How different all^owr liquid notes !' 

How different too your merits with the Lord t 
For how can H«av'n with tenal sounds be taken, . 
Tamted with ale ahd gin, and eggs and bacon ^ 

Yes ; all is hush'd the vault along ; 
Resume, resume the choral song,. 

And make atonement for the horrid cry*. 
Lo ! in her shroud, near yonder, tomb, 
A gentle Spectre breaks the gloom ! 

She listens!. — lo ! she listens with a sigh.! 
Ah! bid youc airs. divinely flow. 
And, soothing, steal a tear from woe*. 

The deep'ning.sbades of NiCHT prevailji 
They wrap the hollow-sounding aislfe. 

And steal each column from the eye : 
What solemn solitude around I 
Here Nature's true Sublime is found, 

Hewe THOUGHT. should ti-avd to the sky! 
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Mild tenants of the Fane, farewell ! 
At early dawn 1 quit my eel), 

And haste a Pilgrim, to these shrines again : 
Simplicity will join "^y way. 
And listen to your mlngied lay. 

And, listening, learnf a lesson from ^ur strain^ 



* 
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POSTSCRIPT. 



■ta^Mri^ 



A. ■ • . - . •, 
S I am destitute of frionds among ih« perlodiea! Re«« 
VIEWERS of Lit ERATtrRB^ I €0iile6S my fears of fo\il treat* 
mcnt> and tremble for th'it my youngest offspring 5 vhich, in a, 
moment of spleen or ignorance, may be put to death by the 
tomahavk of CwTiCiSM,' Now, as charity begins at home, 
and as every man is entitled to as much }u&tice from biMselfvis 
from his tteigtbour, I have, sanr tire^onie, gh'Ctvrt irecard 
Impartial account of my own Pamphlet j thus anticipating the' 
K£ VIEWERS, and at the same time hangi^g'<out a sort of bea. 
con to guide them^ when it shall become the subject o£ their 
sage animadversion. In my discussioirl have adopted the' 
•aristarchal style of the day, and personated a Reviewer to- 
tally unconnected with the Author pby wl>«ch means I have 
avoided an f^p/i/jkr, so -aptto-gaM tiirWtthcis, 'br to^use a more 
V fashionable phrase, to v^round the amour-propre of every can- 
didate for a nkhe in the Temple of Fame. 

NIL ADMIRARI, &e. * • 

Works of real genius are such r^rve ^k;^ such literary phe- 
nomena, tljat it is with the utmost pleasure t?e embrace every 
opportunity of relaxing from the seventy of criticism, to offer 
the meed cf honest praise. ' - 

The present subject of our critical animadversion is' found* 
ed on that part of the Bishop of Lonoon*s Charge iK>>the 
Clergy which celebrates Miss Hannah More in tfeehlgtest 
strain of panegyric for her literary achievements. Th« 
Bishop's encomium created a risible effect on his Audience-, 
The Poet, among the rest, surveying it -in a ridiculous "pbint 
of view, thought it a fair object of attack ; in consequence^' 
be has produced a Smile at the expence of the Bishop an<i 
, his fair Protegee, It is with the most sincere satisfaction that 
Tve can pronounce, that Peter's Pegasus has i-athefifm^ro^/ir^ 
than /oi/ its speed, nothing yet appearing of the picmadnfs^ - 
tremumridendus-^YiL'XEK is still HiMSEiF.^Tbe«amevfire^ 
the same originality, the same poignant irony, the same tyit^ 
njida vis awmi, the same luxuriancy of imagination} the sam« ' 
' powers 
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wt9m of pathoft and sublimity which %9 eminently distiofuish 
hkn from contempoi*aqr authoi-s, characterise the present per- 
formance.-->Sach a-combiaation of vai ious and opposite talents 
vre never witnessed in the same writer— to use an elegant and 
nervous expression «f hts owA» ** he can be one minute an 
eagle subHrocIy sweeping the Heavens with his pinions, and 
the next a little elegant wren twittering on the humble 
myrtles**^ Indeedf we may say of his works what the brave 
MAft.«sH AL Saxe atcserted of the behaviour of thefiritish troops 
at Fontenoy, <* Xt is an action we all must admire, but dare 
aiot imitate^ *' ' 

Th« number <of literary abuses that are continually taking 
place most certainly demands a reform. To beg a friend to 
correct the errors oiinadverUnce^ or even now and then sug^ 
gest an idea^ is certainly not iliaudible \ but for an Author to 
4cnd his bantling to people, to add and alter in such a manner 
as that scarcely a single lineament oif the original features jhall 
appear, certainly requires all the severity of reprehension. 
P&TKR serins more than to suspect that Miss MoK£ has been 
^oo much obliged to somehodjf i and really there ia such a 
wonderful difference between this last Performance and seve* 
•rai other pieces of this Lady*s pen* that we must confess our 
astonishment at seeing her name prefixed to a work seemingly 
so much beyond ier powers ofaccompli'hra.-nt, though noten- 
titled to that torrent of applauie poured on it by the Bishop 
«f Lo^NDON in hU Charge to the Clergy, Indeed his Lord* 
ship*s'praise is«of the most fulsome natures and did we not 
Aft&w his Lordship^s fnost ingenuous and didnteresteddispositiw^ 
we should have beeifi tempted to suspect an interestid atliaitct 
between Bishop and Booicseller. 

The Expostulation is a fair Piece of Satire, and exe- 
cuted in the Pott*s happiest manner } ^eine de bonnes ptaisem^ 
teries de tours beureujCy d\spritf de bon gouty emtn de tautfs iff 
gnaas ^//tf poEsic, as a Krench cittic would have expressed 
himsclFon the occasion. 

The Tales of the Bishop and Cuhate are told with neat- 
ness, precision, and humour, — The author seems to have 
'cooibined the closeness of ^sop with the elegance of Phje- 
DRVs and udwiteoi Fontaine. 

The Oo£ to the BL.ve4$TociCEVoOLVB is rather severe in 

«oaie parts^ but tempered with a pleasantry that tickles even 

-while it seema to wound. 

__ The Ode to some Robin Redbreasts in a Country Ca« 

'thrdrai posses^ics an uncommon portion of poetical merit ; dis- 

VoL^XV, P playhJg, 
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playing, at the tame time, such a benevolence and iweetness 
of disposition (truly characteristic of the Anther) as must 
make ample atonement for all the sins of his Sai ires. 

It is with reluctance that we are obliged to censure our Bro- 
ther*Labourers Jq (he Held oi^C^ainc^tsM, for endeavour- 
ing by the most illilieral methods io obsctire this poetical 
Star of the/r// magmftufi^ 7!^inlc, indignant Readers, o^ 
their cither loading him with rahcofods abuse, or liitti«ig his 
classic name ainorg Btig Doctors, (^acks, and Rat-catchers j 
btinging at th^sinie' time ftM wards iiidtnited on /the highest 
jMrdebtalof their Reviews, miseiahle Abortions clothed in 
all the gold-laced iVippery of adulation, from which the 
Public m»st turn with comempt, disgust, and disappoint* 
ment. Instead of coming forwards, as the fair and candid 
In'I erpketers of tlie MirsES|4ke^ar|>tbo m^ny of them the 
partial TrvmpeteRs' of their own psgtny pretensions; or 
desprcatde Pimps, hired todebguch the Public Taste, and 
mislead the judgment $ to displace the statues of Gekius, to 
make room for those of Arrogance and FoLir. 
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; T4LES OF THE HOY. 
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AMACtXOif. 



The Mtftit love thee dearly 9 PcTtRy 
And. eke the merry God <» Metre, 

Who- gracious gaTe thee luch a charming tongue : 
We thought that Age had qoench*d thy fire. 
Or Law^s rude hammer crufhM thy Lyre, 

Or RoTAL WHitrER foothM the rage of SONG; 
Or PcMtioM changM thy Harp*8 wtamrtljf Arings, 
And with her golden tcisiari clippM thy wings. 
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PRELIMINARY DISCOURSE. 



I 



T were needless, OiLLUUiNATSD Rl ad br, to inform thee» 
that the bint of the Tales of the Hoy is borrowed from 
Chaucer, who borrowed bii hint from the Dfxaiibron of 
BoccACfiy who borrowed ib// hint from the Cento Noveij.b 
Al9 TICKS. Thou wilt perceive that I have deviated from my 
merry PmsDicsssojiy by omitting a Prize-Supped for the 
beat Stoiiy-teller. I have also deviated, by introducing 
Bailadf Biatogue, &c. by way of taking oifa nttieuing mo- 
notony s thus enliveninj^ the scene by divinitj, whloi pouesses 
a charm for the world in general. 

Mine HoiT of the Iloy also differs from the Hoar of the 
TAtARDy by delivering his opmions in /r9/#y a more mafural 
m9d£ of communication^ though not so difficult, and conse- 
quently not so ingenious ^ difficulty and ingenuity being, in the 
? resent age, considered as sjmwfm§Hs by a number of frrfomki 
'bimkinf It would be thought presumptuous, perhaps^ 
to draw a parallel between Harrv Baily, the Host of the 
Tabard, and Cap faui Noah, our Host of the Hoy s but 
I must confess that I would rather be Captain Noah than 
Harry Baily] not that Harry Bailt was not a tU'Ufr 
y///9atM— indeed he had humour, added to a shrewdness of ob* 
servatioBi but Harry Baily had scarcely ever beeii out of 
the smoJoe of his own chimney; whereas Captain Noah has 
been, like VLY%sii$f ^ great Traveiier i has sailed to vaiious 
parts of the Glube; was on board the very Ship of War with 
Mr. Geobge Rose, our present great and ex<eUeBt Secre- 
tary of the Treasury, when he was only a poor Puiscr's 
Mate» and was with him too when he was elevated, by Par* 
llatnrntary Interest, to the rank of Purser; and well re- 
members that he has often d-mned Mr. RosE*s rotten pease, 
ropy small beer, hopping biscuit, and horse- beef. Captain 
Noah wa* likewise with Sir Joseph Banks at Otaheitc* 
when that great man, for the honour of his country^ was tat- 
tooed and lost his breeches in the boat with Queen Ob£« 
beah. Captain Noah also can play a country dance on 
the fiddle, and dance the hays at the same time-^nay, so f<tr 
from being UUttrmtc^ he has published an Acrostic in Mr. John 
Nichols's Mapzine; nay, Captain Noah has actually 



given 



A6d pre£imina&y discourse. 

given liiiran hUits to Me^sisvUS RtVlNGTOKB and their 
Wives, of St. Paul^ Ch«n:h^ard, who preside over the po- 
etical pait of a Review called the British Critic, and ue- 
fore whose awFul TRlBtMfAi* thk very work of mine. The 
Tales of the Hoy, mutt one dtiya^ar, and, like themsehr^^ 
at the dajr cf jiid|;ment» be s€tved oc damnedl 

Captain Noah possesses a moreorigUial cast of character* . 
a richer vein of humour, and a more universal knowledge j re«' 
sembling too ver^ strongly my late ingenious Friend Uains-*-- 
BOROUGH, of painting excellence ; that is to say, is desultory 
'in his conversation, despising the cold phlegmatic fcrmol' 
tvnnexion, and taking a tof^ stip, and Jumf over tfaingS'^o 
borrow ati image, from the Captain's favourite and congenial- 
element, making ducks-and drakes with t&scditrtf* By the in* 
troduction of Dialogue, my Wokic assumes a pretty dramatic 
form I and which, with the leave of our prestnt PETROmtja 
Arbiter of Plats, the accmnplisM Lord Savubxtry,: 
may one day make its appearanct^n ourTheatres ^ be honoqrol' 
with the Royal PREsEirce and smik$, pirbapsi and prove 
that a Piece may obtain success without the most distant ob* 
ligations to Flame s and SpscTREt. - ^ 
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TALES OF THE HOY. 

L WAS in that month when Nature drear^ 
With sorrow whimpcriirg^ 'tliisp^ti tear, , 

To find that Wi NT Ell, with a sarage sway. 
Prepares to lea^c his Hall of Storms, 
And crash her flowers deligUtfuI (>rnis, " \ 

And hanidh 3uikUCXRV poor laat Uageriog rnj; 

*Twas in that season i^hen t|ic men of slop, 
The Jew and' Gentile turn towards thdr shop, ' ' 
.: la alleys dark of Lphdom's ample round; 
Erom MARQATE'^hsndsomespot.andHboP'ER^s Hitt/ 
And Danoeliov, where, with much good wiH, 

'Of b«{ter*d rolh they swaltowM many a potitid^ 

... I 

I too, the Bardv from TiftAriim'f plcasaot iile, ^ 
Where at a Lodging-honsc I liv*d in >/ifc, 

Prepar*d with Oei^ilb and with Jew tc^ winder; 
So packM up all my Utde odrf^f and endi ! 
Took silent leave of all my Margate Friends, 

And sought a gallant Vcssers Great Commanded; 
Who, proud of empire, rurd with conscious joy 

His wooden Kingdom, call'd a Margate Hoy! 

Lord !' how my pipingr Rsadbrs long to k&ow^ 

Which gallant Vtssel's valiant Lo&D 

(A natural curiosity I trow !) 
HaiPd the Great Poet and his Trunk on board. 
If Kydd, who nicks the passage to an inch. 
Or HE, his high and mighty rival. Finch. 



Na matter : Be it known to my Readers, that, on the 

dayofmydeparture,on the green lap of MotherEarth, 
on Hooper's-Hill, looking towards dear DANDELioil 
pf dancing memory, I thus broke fordi into the praise 
of Margate, * 



THE 



164 f AtEt or THE ROY. 



THE PRAISE OF MARGATE, 



D, 



EAR Margatk, widi » tear I quit this isle, 
Wharc all teem bappjr-^-ftweethcaitffyhutbasdSySpQtisest 
On eT*ry cheek where PLfeiUUKE. plants a smite. 
And jPleKty farnishet the People's houses. 

What*s BaiGaroify when to thee compared !<— poor 
thing; 
> WhoK harren hiUs in mist for ever weep.; 
Or vrhat is WEVMouTHy tho* a Queen and Kik<^ 
Washy walk, and prattle there, and wake and sleep ? 

Go bid the WBiTmo*8, the boird Whiting's eye. 
In brightness with the Gem of Iin> oon^re ; 

Or bid tne skip^ng Jack-o '-Lantern vie 
With heav'n's keen flash that lio^hts the realms of air : 

« 

Go bid the humble Tjiorn the Cedaes apet ' 

That to the stsis their tofis sublimely spraad ! 

Go bid a Curate in his tattcr*d crape, 
Like Doctor Portcus lift the lofty head. 

Bid *RosE*8 Snn Tike Sol with lustre shine ; 

Or bid iAat thing mtsnomef^d the True Brttq-n, * 
Like brother Papers yield a. decent line*- 

Poor dying Imps, whom Truth and Genius 6|>iton« • 

* A Great ^an, who deemed it politically necessary to create 
a couple of Ncwspapems to vouch (or \\U good deeds, and vamUh 
athert. Tlie confum^>ttvp state of his two miserable BantlingSy 
which GcoRGC weakly imaglacd would prove to be a pair of At- 

LASSES 
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WM too thjr rcp^tiitioo's. .wiiyg. jnr/11 raiae. 
And with 'ti iiush ofiaiira d^^ ^7 isame^ • 

Lo! I, the sweetest Bard of modem days, 
Adrairmg tiira the St£ntor of thy fame* 

No sooner had I iinished this pretty, plaintire, poeti*. 
tal encopalum, but, 4q a ten^pr dOvc-Uke s^aiivof xiili4 
cate sensibility/ very mij'cn like thc^HEB?^^ ^^*^ 
weeping over hT$ faVourite JKRV:eAtEMJ I thiis agala 



broke out : 






:r.t 



\\^atc*er from dirty Thames to Margate goes ; 

' However foidf, • ?m*Ae«ialifly^^th8 . J?/»»/ - 
Whatever ^/M offends the Lokdoh noSe, *'-/ 

Acqaites a fitrgrincc krorf ff dnt -Mtf >g'arf5p Air, 

iLAiSEf to support hU Worlds Charaeteri gave bUth toths i«K 

krwhlg OdS of CoMAOLSIfOS, 






AN OPE or CONDOLENCE TO GEO. ROSE^ESQ. 

... -* - 

Cn^ tm ,)(at9jPAPca|, maf^ a«^irteaii^ h&p(Ufd. '^ T^ ^tfn^*^ 

W «* J^^ Taua BaiTOK/* 

1^ ORBEAR ttkea, GsoaOB, sach whiiSlng, P«iling, s^iag^ ' 
Becanse thy p«9r^(^tunipUTa fVaATS uro-djingi r .^.' 

By thee begotten— -how could they.be strong? 
So very like My#a[fiO' afl their "features ;. 
Uuhappy, m\se«Lbl^ dismal; creatarei, * : • "{ 

The world aow Mronders thty havf U^*4 9Q long. 

What but i«^aiitj,cft|iUjM4l^Re^ ;.- . ,j.- . , .. ^ 

Ferfection from such radical defecw. . ... ,^." .* 

Ajtoio's ear canrioj'hiake'a'pu'fse'of '«?*;' * ♦ ', ■ ' "' 
We Aahbt to a tiMie tonterl tWe ihrirtip, t' '*■'■ , / 1 • ' J 
What foUy tSKxto puitjoat tsch poor Imp 

To NoaSES yielding not otte drop of milk, ' 

Thfe^iflheftf^thyPaporffsigh'jao mor»-i \_ ;^ . , ,. - 
, ^*^'<xfM*Pw; forO'BLiVioN they arc ripe; 

Teaeeic^ih^^>s!u1nbtff, as their date' is i^'fer*-^'*' " ' " '" /^' *^- 
Pe&ce-to their ashes^ as they light my Pipe. . ' - : 

Ev^a 
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EVn Rosens ^^xvs^rtio^vtttii.'his^ geafiSaf*Ckiti¥Sf 
Arc changed to JKif4f no great arc Margate^P^rsi 

Yes I luspocir Trumpeters^ iBie opisjr Jmp9* 
Become sweet Py&fy(»jii(^& in Jtfi/ifga/eJ^ 



Tlic Taylor kerc* thf pbxt ofM^i^s assumes j 




Here Crispik too Forgets &» enii aiiS awl- 
Here MisTEBss Cleaver with importance looks ! 

-forgets tbe bpif nnd^mutlott .«n IttDtiaf^ . - . ^ 
'And lifhtt and Uven dang&iig ffOftttfae booki* .. 



_ •'• » 4 • . . •• * /•>•>-' 



Here Mi«TMSi Ta^^ frfm p^wier fiotf withdmwn* 
Walks fortii in all Uiepnde and paunqk.an4 geer ; 

Mounts her swotn heds on DAiei>£LtQK's lawn^ 
Andattibfi^ b^IWpomhea'^ her. heavy rear. . -, 

Changed by their travels — mouoted high in sdiil/ ' * 

Hfene Stpg fergcti whaieVg mi a am hwm^c Jhm?ks; 
And MitTRESt SoxM ^9rgettcd) too Uia JPcdIe, ; . 

Wigt^ bob aadp^-teil, basonsy nfioa^:b}pd0! 
. ' ' . ' .. _ . . . 

Here too the most important Dicky-D^b - 

With puppy -pertncss, pretty» pkasaii^ JSBIGr*^. . 
Forgets the narrow, fishy boiisc of Crab, 

And drives in Jehuistik liit whirling Gig ! 

And here *midst all sodi oons6qneiic^' IfA^fi 
Thx Fqet ! semper idem^^ufijAe lome-r- 

Biddlng old S A T I R ^'a; hawt A l^^lcs fl^; \ ' "' 
To ml th^ 9nop8'orB^oki(ki.LCRAw^jr0i«^r^ 



.:t* '■»: 



« 1 ' % \' 



Now in sorid^AidTdii^cgttd ti» OiMi fltr; l3oi%side 
of which I^r vras the 1re$seFdhiafo^d'I^Urii^^ mt 
ffom MabtcaTe, . . /^ 



^ h 
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I»$tefW'ldiViiA,$9j^ J 4ciocttdcd». to go on boudthe 

VESftBI.. . , . . 

Whick Kice gik gingerlMUui «d ride, 
(Hovir garlsiiYmtheidver tide!) 

To whose sinvtribs was golden , varnish giv'n ! 
Her biushiiig^^nsigii'. proa^b^ waving 
. Hefpendaitt^#w In Ocena laving, 

Now||Sdr6ve &^ing>ii the Inteze tq^av'h ; 
f /ike ' o AUDiV Mbtt At »,~sttadf now, now trip^g. 
Now in the ZenUk^ now to Nadir dipnin«: : 



••■;;' 



»T "• 



At length I fMiitK<cai toMid-the Atk^ wfatfre Master 
NoAfi^ tf/jb« the'€cA>^AtB^^«w«ilM»9r,^aaliditsoosts of 
Passengers, of diffeicat &ces, quaKihr, and <lispositioiiff, 
in getting ready Ibr^^rVppge.-i-^The aoefaor was soon 
apcuk, the sai» fiBcd, "and w« wtre noder 'way* 

Now, as. otXr immo^l Mil'tok MlXmeljr would 
have suii^: . . 

<*^With divry- geiM ad«niin^ herb and AowV^ 
*« Mo*M m«<ek-ef "d EvEiwMO en the wc8tcrti*hill«. 
^* With mddtfH mifti, and on the cahn-cxpanse^^^ 
•• Of Ocean's mirror looked, and looking thlg'd 
*^ its hfafing bo^om wkh a it»stale blush ! 
A blushlBliipfr^all— . 



Or, as Oie io less immortal Author of liLDiBBAs 
would h^Vc9«»iBt|jrr.wi4,rr- :\'yi 



(:.. 1 




jttSt 

" At his old ia«l*d Sall«water Inn, 

" And bed, and dear their hoofs from gra^^J,^ .^ 
•* To & thcih for next nxomtiig's travel.'* 
t\ Again, 
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Again, as tihc iliustriouf BtfLCit would have fald, or 

sung : 

Night in her wcedi, twthlats and owls 

(Her usual equipage of fowls) 

Came forth; and changing colour, Day, 

(Accordioo; to her vulgar way) 

Like healthy Felons hbng'd, alack! ' 

Torh*d from deep red to dismal black. 

And now Captain Noah, with a voice more like 
that of the Haven than the Nightingale, most au- 
dibly yet civiHy vociferated, *' Ladies and Gemm^n of 
the iest C A Bi )!i ! please to walk below I* ' At such sum« 
mons we descended, where our Pal inuecs thus began : 

** Ladies and Gem men, you are all welcome oa 
board ; and as we shall not reach London till tok^mor^ 
row, in GoD'snarae let us drown old Cake in the Bowl, 
^—Here's a pretty little Pond of punch ; aiid when we 
suck that dry, we'll fill another and another; so God 

Erospef the Vessel^ and send us, a. pleasant passage! 
ong may we live, and merry be our hearts ! Down 
with the French! and damn Buonapakte! Cheer up, 
lads and lasses I While we live, let us iive / We must 
all go at last to Davy Jones's Locker— no help for .it, 
all must go down — -forhuie de la guermJ We shall never ' 
be a day younger ! May we kiss whom we please^ and 
please whom we kiss ! -Love and opportunity ! Liberty 
and property ! Come, Ladies and GEMMtEN, take your 
' places around the old table— d^p your whiskers in the nec- 
tar ! Drown old Care, as I said before ! A light heart 
and a thin pah* of breeches J ' TliereV a good God over 
our head ! Old England forevei*! Come, Ladies 
and Gemmen, 1*11 be Toast-Master. Here's my 
Chair of state, and here's my Hammeji. i'll be the 
Mister Jupiter tonans of the night, as sonae Latin 
men have christened me, with your leave—so, LadIes 
and Gem>ien, please to 'dbey my orders. A ToaSI*- 
master^ Ladies and Gem mcn» is the greatest man in 

the 
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the world — no appieal Irom a Toast-^mastbr. He is 
despotic — ^like our Prim^, Minister, scorns to give a 
reason for what' he does. Lahtes and Gemmen, a 
Toast-master is all-wise ; let me wickedly say, omnipty- 
tent, for the Chair must be supported ; and therefore he 
can command every thing, ■. A Toast-m.\st1er may say, 
' MoAB shall be my washpot, and over Edom will I 
cast out my old shoe,' A Toast-master is the first 
man in the world — Were his Majesty- op England 
here now, in;thi& very Cabin here (God bless him,) and re- 
fused his glass, or contradicted me, or asked a reason, I 
would order him a half dozen bumpers; if not contented 
' with that^ a pint of salt water; and were his Majesty to 
demand of nry Majesty a reason for such proceedings, 
tl>en should my Majesty order his Majesty a pottle; 
which if he refused, he should be sent to Coventry before 
he could say 'Peas/ " The Captain ended ; when the dark 
solemnity which saddens the faces ol* Englishmen who 
happen to be strangers to one another, was converted 
into a smile that instantaneously run over every counte- 
nance, by a sort of happy contagion. 

Tims oft it happens that the sky 
. Throws horrid glooms upon the eye; 
33reeds clouds like raalkins-;— old, black rags indeed! 

The lands below look dismal drear ! 

When suddenly, see Sol appear! 
He pushes boldly through the Dark, his hcadl 
At once the shadows to his glories yield. 
And cheerful radiance flies fiem field to field. 

CAWAfN 'Noah now mounted his large Elbow- 
ctfAiti; asstnned lii^ Sceptre, alias Hammf.:!, and 
commanding silcUceV entered upon his song. 

SONG. 

AGAIN we begin to be Britons, my boys : 
While united, success we command : 
' XjoI each Tar on the Ocean a triumph enjovs, 
'"' Arid Laurels ^ball cover the X AND. 
'■ Vox.tV. - a Thonrk 
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Thovigh f?urroilnd6d by foes that in legions arisen 

And cry for our ruin aloud. 
The GentX^s of England their fury defies, 
• And bursts like the Sun fi-om a Gioud ! 

# 

Mav the King live for ever, the friend of our Isle, 

That revolts at the name of a Slave; 
Whose eye for fair Me hit possesses a smile. 

And a tear for the tomb of the Brave ! 

No Man to his INIistress or Wife will return. 
And say : — " I have fled from the Foe ; 

'*' My honour is pone, in the grave let me mourn 
" A disgrace tliat no Briton should know/' 

Prance, the beggar shall be of the year fifty-eight* 
When for mercy she put up her pray'r; 

W^ith nought but her perfidy left, and her spite. 
And her pride, to console her despair. 

The Spaniaud toO late shall his folly confess, 

When his Indies no longer reniain ; 
And the Dutchman, a Frog in the Days of Queen Bess, 

Shall croak in his ditches again. 

But how needless to talk of our prowess in War, 

And proclaim vvlmt a universe knows I 
Let Lang aha, De Guasse, and De Winter, declafe 

What rt is to have Britons for Foes? 



captain no ah. 

i . Mrs. Bliss, my good old acquaintance, here's success 
toj/ow and your pretty little white-legged chicken: A 
bong, if you please ! Love, almighty Love, I suppose, 
will be the subject. All alive! nymphs and shepherds — 
(.ioD^s Lambs tnV/p/t'/y / 

mistress bliss. 

Lideeil, Cai>tain, my song will be a serious one — -no- 
thing move nor loss than an Lpitaph on my poordcar Cirh 

-Gorinna; 
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ConrNNA; the b^st creature in the world, as well as tlic 
iiioM beautiful — #?he was cruelly used ! she died a ir.artyr 
to the TENDER Passion. 



CAVTAIN NOAH. 

O ! I recollect her. Poor Couinna ! — I ronld cry 
for her, MiaTREss BLrs5 — a sweet creature: so kind! 
so lovely! and so ^ood iiatured! — she would not hurt. a 
fly! Lord, Lord! tried to make every body happy. 
<Tone ! ah ! Mistres^s Bliss ? Gone ! — poor soul ! 
Oh! she is in heaven, depend upon it — nothing can hin- 
der it — O Lord, no! — nothing — An Angel, an An- 
gel, by this time — for it must give God ver}' little 
trouble to make her an Angel, even if it were a First-rate 
— she was so charming. Such terrible figures as my 
LoR» .C — D — N, or my Lady Mary, to be sure, it 
would take at least a month to make^wcA one^ any tiling like 
Angels — but p<x)r little Corinna wanted very few re- 
pairs — Perhaps the sweet little soul is now seeing vvjiat 
is going on in our Cabla — who knows ? Chamiiirg little 
CoRiNNA ! Lord, how funny it was ! for all the world 
like a rabbit, or a squirrel, or a kitten playing with its 
tale ! Gone I as you say, ^(me ! Well, now for her 
Epitaph. 

COniNNA's E PIT J PH. 

JHERE sleeps what w^s innocence once, but its snow* 

Wjere sullied and trod with disdain j 
Here lies what was beaut^j but pluckM was its rose. 

And flung like a weed to the plain. 

O Pilgrim, look down on her grave with a sigh. 

Who fell the sad victim oi art; 
E'en Cruelty's self must bid her hard eye 
. " A pearl of compassion impart. 

Q2 Ah! 
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Ah : think not, ye pRrDEs/ that a sigh, or a tear/ 

Can oilend oi' all Nature the God : 
Lo! Virtue already has mourned at her bier, * 

And the Lily will bloom on her sod. 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Very pretty ! very clever ! thank ye. Mistress- 
^iss, rather doletbl — very preUy though — touching 
^nd tender — it would do- fur my wife Mrs. Noah, very 
well. I wish Mrs. Noah could have it. Have you no- 
thing a little incre lively, Mrs. Bliss? Come, come, 
something giggish — something merry — Poor sweet Co- 
*BiNNA ! Yes, something alive. Have you not d^.what 
d^ye- call-it about ye, a bit of gaiety or so ? We must not 
be always at difuiural — must have a cow (ship and 9iWed^ 
ding sometimes — it would be ti dismal world else. Come, 
Mrs. Bliss, let us have something in the tol-de-rol'lol way 
— funny — hang dismality — leave that to Parsons. 1 
don't admire Parsons — a Parson in quest of preferment too 
is one of the saddest dogs in the world — you never have 
his opinion ! so s<\nctified too ! demure as an old Bawd at 
a Christening ! O, dtmn it! and then a Parson on board 
ship is the Devil ! — 1 never sailed with one but we had 
a storm. Well, Mrs. Bliss ! one more, and then I shall 
call on my little Sprig of Parnassus, Master Tagg.-— 
Silence, Ladies and Gemmen I 

SONG. 

WHEN William first woo'd I said yes to the swain^ 

And made him as blest as a Lord — 
For ye Virgins around, in my speech to be plain. 

That NO is a dangerous word I 
The gir\ that will always say no, I'm afraid. 
Is doom*d by her planet to die an Old Maid. 

The Gentlemen seem $)ne and all to agree. 
That vie're made of materials for kissing — v 

And if so, for I really believe it, good me ! 
What joys through one no might bb missing! 

Sincfc ' 
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Since the Girl that will always say no, Vm afraid. 
Is doom'd by her Planet to* die an Old >laid. 

S^yyes, and of courtship ye finish the toil — 

Whole mountains at once ve remove — 
You brighten the eyes of the Swain by a smile. 

For smiles are the sunshine of Lore! 
Sayj^w, and the world will acquit you of art. 
Since the Tongue will not then give the lie to the Heart, 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Very true Mrs. Bliss — ^very true Song — very good — ^ 
no is a dangerous word — and yet a Bishop always saya 
no, and is never disappointed — Mr. Buck, you are cal- 
let^on — Silence! 

BUCK. 

Mine is '* The Widow of Ephesus/' Captain — an old 
Tale. 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

A good subject to work on, — a Widow — a nice bit 
of stuft^ — " Widow of Ephesus/' ha? Aye, aye, — -a 
Greek Gentlewoman 1-^1 have been in her country when 
we sailed up ihe Arches — pretty Gjris — Greek Girls! I 
used to get their sweet little velvet «kins cheap. Whip up 
their veils I Board their juicy lips! and give them a 
good British smack, that you might hear a mile ! Oh, the 
'Afches beat the London Market all to pieces ! Ladiey 
and Geminen, " The Widow of Ephesus " — 'Si- 
lence ! 

TILE WIDOW OF EPHESUS. . 

A TALE. ^ 

BALM ^re the sighs-for. breathless Husbands sh^ii' 
And Pearl the eye-drops that adorn the BeaO'! , 
.At Ephesus (a handsome town of Greece) *% 
There liv'd a LADYr^a most lovely Piece !' 
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In short, the charming toast of all the town : 
In Wedlock's velpet bonds had liv'd the Dame — 
Yes! brightly did the torch of Hymen flame, - 

When Death, too cruel, knock'd her husband down, , 

This was indeed a lamentable stroke ! J 

Prudentia's gentle heart was nearly broke ! ] 

Tears peJvAike trickle, shrieks her face deform — ] 

Sighs, sighs succeeding, leave her snowy brealst — ! 
Vt inds, cat rd hysterical, expand her chest. 

As tho' she really had devoured a storm. 

Now, fainting, calls she on ber poor dead Love, 
How like tjie waitings of the widow'd Dove ! 

All Ephesus upon the wonder gaz*d! 
Men, women, children, really were amaz*d. 
' rjs true, a few old Maids abus'd the pother — 
'• Heavens! if one husband dies, why take another!'* 
Said they— contemptuous cocking up the nose; 
*' Ridiculous enough ! and what about ? 
" To make for a dead husband such a rout ! 
" There are as fine as /te, one might suppose* 

" A body would presume, by grief so mad, 

;' Another husband was not to be hud; 

*'*But men are not so very scarce indeed—- 

^* More than arfe good, ih»xQ are, God mend the brewil** 

Such was the conversation of old Maids, 
Upon this, husband's visit to tl>e shades. 
At length her Spouse was carried to the toitJ?^ 
And poor Prudentia mopM amid the gloom. 

One little lamp, with solitary beam. 

Shewed the dark coffin^tiiat contained her Dear, 

And gave a beauteous sparkle to each tear, 
Thskt rill-Uke dropp*d-i-or rather like a stream, 

Resolv'd 



*Ui ■' 
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ResoVd was She amid this tomb to sigh; 

To weep^ and wail, and groan, and starve, and die — ^ 

No comfort! no! no comfort would ^ she take: 
Her Friends beheld her angoish with great pain, 
Begg'd her to try amusement, but in Tain — 

J' No ! she would perish, perish for his take ! *' 

Her flaxen tresses all dishevell'd fiow'd — 
Her vestments loose — her tucker all abroad. 
Reveling such fair swelling orbs of woe ! 
Her lids in swimming grief, now look'd on high. 
Now downward droQp'd, and now she pour'd a sigh 
' How tuneful, on her dear pale Spouse below. 

Who would not covet death for such sweet sighs. 
And be bewail'd by mch a pair of eyes? 

It happenM that a Rogue, condemned to death. 
Resigned (to please the Law) his roguish breath; 

And near the vault did this same felon swing : 
For fear the Rogue's relation, or a friend. 
Might steal him from the rope's disgraceful end, 

A smart young Soldier watch'd the Thief and string. 

This Son. of Mars, upon his silent station. 
Hearing, at nipcht, a dismal lamentation. 

Stole to the place of woe — ^that is, the tomb — 
And, peeping in, beheld a beauteous face 
That look*d with such a charm ins: tragic grace. 

Displaying sorrow for a husband's doom. 

The YouTR most nat'rally express'd surprise. 
And scarcely could he credit his two eyes : 

" Good God, Ma'am !-k-pray. Ma'am, what's the' 
*' matter here ? 
'/ Sweet Ma'am be comforted — ^you 7Hus^, you shall ! 
*' At times misfortunes, ev'a the beat, befall — 

" Pray stop your grief^ Ma'am, save that precious tear.'* 

"Go, 
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" Go, soldier, leave me!" sigh'd the Fair again. 
In siLch a melting melancholy strain. 

Casting her eyes of woe upon the Youth — 
" I cannot, will not live without my love V* 
And then she threw her glistening eyes above. 

That swam in tears of constancy and truth. 

" Madam '/* rejbin'd the Youth, and press'd her hand, 
*' Indeed you shall not my advice withstand; 

" For heav^i's sake don't stay here to weep and howl ! 
" Prav take refreshment!'^ Off at once he set. 
And quickly brought the Mourner drink and meat^ 
A bottle of Madeira, and a fowl; 
And bread and beer. 
Her heart to cheer. 

*^ Ah ! gentle Youth, you bid me eat in vain ! 

" Leave me! oh, leave me. SauDiER, to complain! 

" Yes, sympathising Youth, withdraw your wine! ' 
'* My a'ighs and tears'^XvaW be mj^ only food — 
'* Thau knowest not my Husband kind and good, , , 

'* For whom this heart shall ever, ever pine!'' 

And then siie cast upon the Youth an eye- 
All tender! saying, "Soldier, let me c?/e ' '* ' 

Aud then she press 'd his band with friendship wai-m. 
" You shall not die, by. heav'n!'' the Soldier sworeV 
" No ! to the world aich beauty Fil restore, 

'' And give it back again its only charm !'' 

Such was th' effect of her delicious hand , 
That charmed his senses like a wizard's wand! 

" What ! howl for ever for a breathless clod!^ 
'* Ma'am, you shall eat a leg^of fowl, by G— !" 
With that he clapp'd wine, fowl, bread, beer and all, ' 
Without more ceremon v, on. the Bd\h 

**Well, 
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" Well, SoLDTBR, if you do insist** quoth she^ 
All in a saint- like, sweet, complying tone, 
" I'll try if Grif.J' will, let me pick a bone! 

" Your health. Sir," — '* T iriuk you kindly. Ma'am/* 

quoth he. 

» 

As grief absorbs the senses, the fair Dame 

Scarce knew that the was eaving, or yet drinking! 

So hard it is a roaring grief to tame. 

And keep the sighing,^ pensive soul from thinking; 

So that the fowl and wine snon passed indeed — 
Quickly away too tlole ttie beer and bread 

All down her pretty little ewelling throat: 
And now, whatever phi-osophers may think. 
Sorrow is much oUig'd to Mea< and drink. 
Whose soothing Tirtcies stop the plaintive mote; ^ 

And> says the anatomic Art, 

*' The stomach's v&y ueur the heart.'' 

Prudentia found it so : a gentler sigh 

Stole from her lovely breast — a smaller tear. 

Containing /e^ of anguish, did appear 
Within the pretty corner of her eye ; 

Her eye's dark cloud dispersing too apace, 
(Just like a cloud that oR cooveafs the Moon,) 

Let (mt a brighter lustre o'er her face. 
Seeming to indicate dry weather soon. 

Her tongue too somewhat lost its mournful style; 
Her rose-bud lips expanded with a smile; 

Which pleas'd the gallant Soldier, to be sure — 
Happy to think he sav'd the Dame from death — 
Yos, from his hxy^preserod the sweetest breath, 

And to a wounded heart prescribed a cure. 

Now Mars's Son a minute left the Dame, 
To see if all,went well with Rogue and ropo; 

But ere he to the fatal gibbet came. 

The Knave had deemed it proper to e/ope. 



la 
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In short, attendance on the Lady's i^rief 

Had lost him his companion, the han<;'d Thief, 

Whose Friends had kindly filch'd him from the string. 
Quick to the Lady did the Soldier run: 
*' Madam, I shall he hang'd as sure's a gun ! 

'* O Lprd ! the thief's gone otF, and i shall swing ! 

'* Madam, it was the roval declaration, 
" That if the Rogue was carried off, 
" Whether by soft means or by rouQ^h — 

" No matter, — /should take his situation. 

'* O Lord, O Lord ! mv fate's decreed ! 
" O Ma'am, I shall be^hang'd indeed! 

" O Lord ; O Lord ! this comes of creeping 

" To graves and tombs— r this comes of peeping-^ 

" This is th'eflect of running from my duty ! 
" O curse my folly! What an ape 
** Was I to let the Thiief escape ; 
' *' This comes of fowl, and wine, and beer, and beauty. 

" Yet Ma'am, I beg your pardon, too, 
*:' Since, if I'm hangM, twill be for you ! 






*' Cheer up my gallant Friend," reply'd the Dame, 
" Squeezing his hand and smoothing down his face— - 

*' No, no, you sbaiit be hanged, nor come to shame. 
" My husband here shall take the Fellow's place — 






Nought but a lump of clay can he be counted ; 

Then let hijn mount" — and lo! theCorpse was inouat^d} 
Made a good thief — nay, so complete. 
The people never smelt the cheat. 

Now from the Gibbet to the Tomb again. 

Haste, arm-in-arm, the Soldier and the Fair; 
T'exchange for kisses, and the Turtle's strain, , 

Sad hymns of Dc^aM, and ditties of D(;<pa2>. 
* captain 
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CAPTAIN NOAH. 

There was a d-mned Jade for ye ! What a sniveling^ 
hussey I It was a devil of a trick, to be sure ; but, " A 
iivinfrJDog is better than a dead Lion/* as the saying is* 
The young Soldier, to be sure, was not much to blame ! 
for who would not rather be pressing a little warm, beauti- 
ful flesh and blood, and ogling liliesand roses, than gaping 
in the cold all night at a *!ead Thief? Ladies and Gem- 
men silence ! Now, Master Tagg, make me an ex-^ 
tempore on this little drunken dog of a Fly, that I have 
just helpe'd out of the Punch — there he is, rubbing his 
nose with his two loiig arms, and rolling about like a ship 
in a storm ! Come, fire away ! and I will afterwards tip 
you a specimen of my Lord Salisbury's poetry on a 
Fly that pitched on the che^k of a pretty woman at 
Hampton- Court. My Lord's Butler, who was my pas- 
se^is^er the last trip, shewed it to me as a great curiosity 
— The King and Queen have seen it, and admired it. 
All the servants agree that he is a pestilent man for a 
rhyme — O Lord ! there's a deal of genius among the Qua- 
lity now— much improved of late— could notreaJ nor write 
formerly, Pve been told — now they write vcr&e and prose 
like mad — and then thete's my Lord Carlisle. can tip 
ye a himdred rhymes in half an hour — but my Lady does 
not like his verses; for he scrawls the chairs and tables 
over, and waQs, whenever the Poetry-fit is upon him — 
• and then he makes up 5mcA wry mouths, aud grins when 
he is going to be delivered obverses, as though he was be- 
witched. My Lady watches his face like a cat, and 
stalks behind him, with a bit of wet sponge, to rub all out 
again, that the fnrniture mayn't be disfigured and spoiled. 
The.servants are ordereil too, by my Lady, to take no- 
tice of his rhyuiing /fl«^«m«5,.aud be ready torw^. But 
Master Tagg, the extewpore — the cxtenirpore on the Fly, 
or you sha'nt have your passage for nothing! 

THE DRUNKEN FLY, 

POOR little reeVmg, thouohtless soul, 
. To tumble drunk into the bowl ! 

Death 
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Death to thy thread had clapp'd his knife ; 
do, wipe thy nose and wings and thighs. 
And brighten up thy maudling eyes. 

And thank the Captain for thy life. 

In future, get not qtiite so drunk ! 
Thy girl perhaps a Lass of spunk. 

May wish thy amorous pow'rs to prove ; 
And shouldeit thou, drunk, the wanton chase, 
Ebriety may bring distrrace ; 

And who would look a/oo/ in Love T 

captain NOAH. 

Very well, very arch. Master Ta.gg, — a sJy^ hint — 
modest hint to certain young valorous, braggadocio, and 
tipling Fornicators. Now for my Lord Salisbury's 
Ply! 



Verses on a Ffy that pitched on the check of a most beautiful 
yovng Lady» By Lord Salisbury. 

HAPPY, happy, happy Fly ! 
Where lyou, and^ow were I! 
But^ow will always be a Fly, 
And / remain Lord Salisbury ! 

Ladies and Gemmen, a very pretty thought ! tender 
and sentimental, and touching. You see that Toy Lord 
is a dab at a distich. Master Barnacle, a Tale or a 
^ong ! 

MR. barnacle. 

^oth in one, Captain Noah, and set to music by 
a charming fellow. Will Shield, whom every body- 
knows, and on whom some queer Genius wrote verses, 
just after poor Shield's brains were almost knocked out 
by the fall of the statue of an Apollo on his head, from 
the summit of the organ, as he was playing. 

captain 
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CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Repeat them ! repeat them ! 

Verses on the Fall of the Statue q/* Apollo from the Summit 
of the Organ, on the Head qf Shield as he WQS playing, 

ON a day, on Shield's crown, 

Apollo leap'd down. 
And, lo! like a bullock he fell'd him ! 

Now was nDt this odd ? 

Not at all — for the God s 

Wa« mad that a mortal excell'd him*. 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

FiMiny, funny, funny t Fine man. Shield I Great 
at the Gamut — an Angel in his Airs — deep — deep Mu- 
sician ! He carried me to the Opera once, and told me 
all about the Singers — Signor this, and Signor that, who 
squalled away at a most cat-like rate ! I was not much 
pleased with that; but a thought struck me that pleased 
me wonderfully — it was to think that the descendants of 
those Rogues, the Romans, who beat us poor Britons 
about like so ntuch stockfish, a thousand or two years ag6, 
should be forced — hael Ladies and Oemmen— 'Come, 
I must be decent — to lose, to lose^ — I mean to be made 
Eunuchs! and come a thousand miles to squawl tons. 
Great change ! wonderful change in the world ! What 
ups and downs f Poor fellows ! I pity them too — never 
have any children, I'm told — all dead men — blanks! 
blanks ! cut off from the Ladies — great misfortune that ; 
^11 done when young too — infants — babies ! Were I 
served the trick, I'd go to the world's end to cut their 
throats, whoever did it — father or mother — uncle or aunt 
— godfather or godnjother — Vd'eumu:h them, with the 
Devil to 'em ! — horrid, horrid, horrid ! Mr. Pope, the 
great poet, hath wrote upon that housyfxeesy, or what is 
4he young ladies name, and Ablard — very fine, but I 
don't understand the whole, it is so wrapped up ; but I 
Vol. IV. R guess. 
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guess, guess — a very peppery poem — and yet all young 
Ladies know it by heart — yes, yes, leave than alone to 
find out what*s what ! 

Joan of Naples used to have a bath under her win- ' 

dow for the young men, where she sat and picked out 
those for her pleasure that she liked best — bad, bad — 
she should have been put into the pillory ! Ladies and 
Gemmen, to order ! A Song from Mr. Barnacle ! 

POOR TOM. 

NOW the rage of Battle ended. 

And the French for mercy call ; 
Death no more in smoke and thunder 

Rode upon the vengeful Ball. 

Yet, what brave and loyal Heroes 

Saw the Sun of morning bright-^ 
iAh ! condemned by cruel Fortune 
' Ne^er to see the Star of Night. 

From the main-deck to the quarter, 
, Strewed with limbs and wet with blood, 
Poor Tom Haliard, pale and wounded, 
X^IrawFd where his brave Captain stood 

*' O, my noble Captain ! tell me, 
" Ere Fm borne a corpse away, 
llave I done a Seaman's duty 
" On thijf great and glorious day ? 

Tell a dying Siilor truly, 
" For my life is fleeting fast; 
Have I done a Seaman s duty? 
"Can there ought my mem'ry blast?*' 

•" Ah! brave Tom!" the Captain answer'd, 

*' Thou a Sailor's part hast done ! 
« I revere thy wounds with sorrow — 

** Wounds by which our glory's won." 

» . ''Thanks, 



et 
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^* Tbauks, my Captain! life is ebbiug 
" Fast Irom this ^leep-wounded heart ; 

" But, O grant one little favour, 
" Ere I from the world depart : 

" Bid some kind and trust v Sailor, 

" When I'm numbered with the deaftl, 
" For my dear and constant Catheiiinl 
Cut a lock from this poor head ! 



€t 
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Bid him to my Catherine give it,. 

Saying, Her's alone I die ! 
Kate will keep the mournful present^ 
" And embalm it with a sigh. 

" Bid him too this letter bear her, 

" Which I've penn'd with panting breath : 

" Kate may ponder on the writing, 
" When the hand is cold in death." 

" That I will,'' replied the Captain, 
*' And be ever Catherine's friend." 

" Ah! my good and kind Commander, 
"Now my pains and sorrows end I " 



Mute towards his Captain weepings 

Tom uprais'd a thankful eye — 
Grateful then, his foot embracing. 

Sunk with Kate on his last sighl 

Who, that saw a scene so mournful, 

Could without a tear depart ? 
He must own a savajje nature — 

Pity never warm d his heart! 

Now in his white hammock shrouded. 

By the kind and pensive Crew, 
As he droppM into the Ocean, 
AW burst out — '' Poor Tom, adieu ! " 

R 2 • CAPT.MM 
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CAPTTAIN NOAH. * 

Charming, charming! a thctusand pities such a fine 
fellow should be meat for the sljiarks! Brook e-Wat- 
soN-legs are good enough for tkqm.' Pityi pity*! but it 
€a'n't be helped — a man is r|o more than a sparrow with 
God! A strange world this! very bad world indeed in 
some parts — hogged the moment it was launched— ra num- 
ber of rotten timbers ! I think it must have been built 
by contract — yes ! in some private Dock or other, sure as 
fate! Butwecan*t help it — if the ship be leaky, we. 
must keep the pumps agoing ! All's one a hundred years 
* hence! What business have we to die? Fine fellow 
Xerxes, when he cryed to think that in a few years not 
a man of all his armies would be alive. Fine thought — 
pretty tliought — natural too! I should like to have 
shj^ken a paw with Xerxes, poor fellow — hut then 1 
should n'-t have been hde, Ladies and Gemmen, to en- 
joy your good company ! To order! to order ! — Mas- 
ter Squibb, tumble up! examine your wallet, and give 
us something good! 

SQUIBB. 

My dear Friend, my hearty honest host of the Hoy„ 
principal Proprietor of the Prince of Packetn, upon my 
soul 1 have nothing to offer — not a bit>of a Ballad — not 
a slice of a Song— nor a tittle of a Tale, to enliven the 
evening, and conjure up conviviality. 

. • CAPTAIN NOAH. , 

What! not you, Sq^uibb? the Prince of Para- 
graph-makers! the Nabob of News! the Imp of 
invention! the Lion of Learning! and the very, P^v- 
'fer^kite of Politics! What, you aground? 

SQUIBB. 

Let me perish, my dear Friend, ifl possess a particW 
of powtjr; I really, my dear Friend, am as stupid' as 

that 
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that stupid stock, my hum-drum Chum, Barnaby 
BiJlFFLEHEAD, who never so much as blundered on a 
bon-hot ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Come, come, no palaveriri*g me over, with my dear 
Friend, and dear Friend : I hate the word, there's so much 
hypocrisy in the world. Friendship is a silent Gentle- 
woman — makes no parade. The true heart dances no 
hornpipes on the tongue — a p-x on palaver, say I — so 
give us somethings Mister Modesty, if you please. 

SQUIBB. 

Upon my honour. Captain Noah. 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

A bumper of salt water for Master Squibb H 

SQUIBB. 

Captain Noah ! Captain Noah ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Tbo' bumpers of salt water to Master Squibb ! 

SQUIBB. 

Upon my soul. Captain Noah, this is a very serious 
'affair, d-mme ! .^ji^-, 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

'three bumpers of salt water to Master Squibb — and 
then hey for Coventry ! 

SQUIBB. 

- Well, rilsing! rUsing! 

RS SONG,. 
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SONG. 

DEAREST creature, 
, Of all nature ; 
Oh! I die, 1 faint! &c. 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Stop, for God's sake, SauiBB ! I excuse the rest ^o 
pig hung in a gate ever made a more dismal noise — no- 
dog ever bayed the moon so frightfully !• Why, zpundsi 
my cur Dumplin should howl more musically ; and then 
the words, they put me in mind of that most maukish of 
all maukish stuff, the Sorrows of the Heart, baptised 
a novel. O the cursed trash! Poor Squibb! Why, 
what a difference between \hee «ind a Brother CIuid- 
NUNC that sailed with me last trip—I mean Brass 
Wildfire, a piece of an Editor — a fine Newshunter — 
would spin ten paragraphs out of one. Oh ■! a Dare-devil 
— he told me all the secrets of his pandemohium, He 
showetl me his Pocket-book — rich lessons of Roguery I 

SQUIBB. 

Then he was a rascal. 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

He was, he was, Squibb ; but this must be said In his 
favour, he had candour enough to confess it. No hypocrite,^ 
no — no hypocrite. He never wanted a bit of scandal — 
nor a breakfast— nor a dinner — nor tea — nor supper. H^ 
was a pensioner upon almost every profession ; he kept his 
feet dry by puffing a slioemaker ; his legs warm by puff-- 
ing a hosier; his rump and back by puffing a taylor and 
mercer ; his head by puffing a hatter; and, being able to 
.swill porter with a gullet of a' whale, he had always a pot 
ready for his maw, by immortalizing an alehouse. Lcml, 
Lord ! he frightened all the actors and actresses out of 
their senses, and got half their salaries for puffs ! and then 

for 
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for the singers^ he made their notes tremble agahi^ poor 
little nightingales. 

SQUIBB. 

A scoundrel ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

True, Squibb — He used to get away all their trinkets 
from them — watch-seals, rings, etwees, and sometimes a 
whole watch — orders for the Play and Opera, which he* 
either made presents of for future dinners, or sold for 
ready-money. 



A villain ! 



SQUIBB. 



CAPTAIN NOAH. 

True, Squibb — He never wanted news at a pinch; 
would spring from Dan to Bersheba in a twink. To en- 
liven the paper he would fly to Constantinople, rouse the 
Janissaries, hang up a Bashaw of three tails, poison the 
Grand Mufti, set fire to the Seraglio, make the Ladies 
scamper forth in their smocKs, and the Grand Signor run 
lik^a lamplighter in his shirt 

SQUIBB. 

Fie !* Captain Noah. 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

True as the gospel, Squibb — At another time he 
would jump to Algiers, put out the eyes of a young Dey, 
step a hundred miles into the country that refused tribute, 
and bring home a hundred hogsheads of earfe — step away 
into Egypt and overturn a pyramid with an eahbquake 
—^hen hey for Smyrna, and kill a million or two with a 
plague. 



SQUIBB. 

Captain Noah! Captain Noah! 



CAPTAIN 
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CAPTAIN HOAH. 

' True, Squibb — If we wanted a piece of Indian news 
— presto, be gone ! He murdered a whole ship's crew 
in the Straits of Malacca — put a ship for a fortnight on 
her beam ends in the Straits of Sundy — ^then faced about 
to Bengal and Madras, hopped to Serin gapatam, shook 
down the palace about Tippoo's ears, tumbled Tippoo 
over the Gauts, and put out his eyes amongst the Ma- 
rattas. 

^ SQUIBB. 

Shameful, Captain ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

All his own confessions, Squibb — ^Then he would set 
ofiTor Bombay, sink the Islaivd of Elephanta in a Yolca^ 
no, dart through the Straits of BabelmandeUcut through 
the Red Sea, murder a few hordes of Arabs on t,he banks,- 
demolish Suez*, dash through the Desert, plunge into the 
Mediterranean, and set all the Islands of the Archipelago 
in open rebellion. 

SQUIBB. 

1 Captain, 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

True, Squibb — If he wanted io^l up, and wished 
for a bit of news from Jamaica, he would conjure up his 
old friend, the Yellow- fever, and lay you dead thirty 
thousand pounds-worth of officers in one room — set the 
council, assembly and governor, by the ears, and transfer 
the seat of government from Spanish-Town to Kingston 
— hop up amongst the Blue Mountains, infect young 
King Cudjoe with rebellion, and give the Island to the 
Negroes. 

SQUIBB. 

Captain Noah, fie ! 

CAPTAIN 
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CAPTAIN NOAH. 

True, SauiBB — a rare fellow ! He put a fine parcel 
of money into the (x^ckets of the Proprietors— quite a 
Filch ! Oh, a blessed Babe of Grace ! Did a family 
refuse to take iu the Paper to which he was a Hack, he 
would make the father a bankrupt, the mother a bawd, 
the sons swindlers, and the daughters bastards, big with 
child by the footmen or stable-boys. 

SQUIBB. 

Such a fellow ought to be hanged, 'my dear fellow. 

CAPTAIN KOAH. 

He did, Squibb — If an author did not advertise in his 
Paper, he was sure to be loaded with abuse — ^was a dull 
hound' — a thief: — then, as for scandal, he would invent 
a vile tale — put it into his paper — get the abused parties 
about him — " It could not be helped, he had a handHonie 
sum for inserting it. He must live — family of children — 
- hard times— Open to all parties — nothing could be fairer; 
but if an answer were wished^ it should be put in." 
Well, an answer is inserted — he answers the answer 
with blacker inventions ; goes to the house of the scan- 
dalized party, sympathises, promises, dines, sups, tries to 
debauch the wife or daughter, empties their pockets, 
moves off, and laughs at tftem as fools for not suspecting 
him to be a villain! 



SQUIBB. 



Is it possible ? 



CAPTAIN NOAH. 

Yes, .very possible, Squibb — It is surprising that Jus- 
tice CoLQUHOUN, who has written so much upon abuse, 
should omit this Giant of nuisances, this d«mned plague 
to society ; but he was afraid, afraid, I suppose, of being 
stung to death by a hornet or two. 

* SQUIBB. 



IdQ TALES or THE HOY. 

sauibB. 
Bat we are not all alike Captaio ! 

CAPTAIN NOAH. 

No, no, Go^l forbid! God forbid 1 some pigeons, and 
many crows, I presume — My little lovely Lucy Lan- 
guish, a Song from thy sweet lips! Ladies and Gem- 
men, Miss Languish's Song — ^Silence ! 



THE shepherd's PIPR 

Lo! the Pipe of poor Colin, mute, mute, how it-li^s!' 
No more to be swell'd by his hopes or his sighs ! 
" Go, leave mei'* said he, *' since unprized by the Fair.'* 
Then he wistfully flung it away in despair. 

Who like Colin could give it of rapture the sound, 
Which the echoes with raptures repeated around^ 
Or give it, like Oolin, a soul to complain ? 
And who like the Shephibao e'er gave it in vain ? 

*Twas here^ at the peep of the morn, that he stray M 
To soothe with its music the ear of the maid ! 
'Twas here that he wak'd its sweet voice, to delight 
(Not Philomel's sweeter!) her slumber at night. 

But vain were his vows, and the voire of bis reed; 
The heart of p<x)r Colin was fated lo bleed! 
See his grave! near yon tree his pale relicks are laid, 
'Mid the bow'r that he planted, of silence and shade. 

Ah ! blame not the Nymph who was deaf to his tale. 
Since her heart was betroth'd to a Youth of the Vale. 
Come, Virgins, we'll gather the flow'rs of the grove. 
And strew on the victim of Sorrow arid Love. 

CAPTAIN 
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CAPTAIN NOAH. 



Poor fellow ! poor fellow ! terrible disorder. Love ! I 
think I see him now, just like Patience on a monu- 
ment, smelling at grief, as the Scotchman said — yes, droop- 
ing, sleeping, nodding, like the swallows in winter on the 
bushes of the Thames, preparing to take a journey under 
water. Strange ! strange ! that men and women only 
'Should die for Love ! Dogs and cats, and other animals, 
never feel the passions so sensibly. Ladies and Gem- 
men, suppose we adjourn the court for a handful of mi- 
nutes, take a peep at Mistress Moon, and put a few 
questions to the weather. 

To this proposal we all agreed. Captain Noah lead- 
ing the way up to the deck. 

- Thus as the Flocks amid the valley feed. 
Behold ! the Bellweather, the Rover, 
Like \nortals, fickle, takes it in his head 
Ta taste a neighbouring field of clover! 
He dares th' opposing hedge, he beats it Hollow — 
Mounts, leaps, and all the tribes of fleeces follow ! 



ODES 



y 



-• «• ♦^ •^» •!» ••! .« ■*■ 



tjt ( / y 



*'4 4. 

/ 



ODES 



TO 



INS AND OUTS. 



• etvltt auU 

Qui volet cue pius : Vifiu$ ct tumma Potestat 
Koncoleunt, 



LVOAW* 



He who would gun FaMc's good repovt^ 
Most have no dealings with a Court, 
Virtus and PowEm-^fair and/ou2 weathec, 
-Were aerer known to pig toge^ier. 
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TO INS AND OUTS. 

PROLOGUE. 

X HATE most Courtiers, from my seuTl 
Upon each other how they scowl ! 

Yet all politeness — wonderful good nature- 
Each tries to get the first employ^ 
By ev'ry encrine to destroy. 

Yet hows, and smiles, and still persists to flatter ; 
And when his rival he has sent to hell, 
Kind whispers — " Sir, I hope I see you well," 

How like old Ocean the old knave I 
This moment placid, smooth, a bright expanse-^- 

The next he thunders, raises every wave. 
Roars, riots, tumbles, kiJks up such a dance. 

Booms o'er the ship with such a shock. 

And heaves her on the fatal rock ! 

Within a little hour, one little hour, 

No more his foamy billows tow^r; 
But all so crouching, humble, gentle, rot'em ! 

With timid motion they advance. 

Seem sorry for the sjd mischance. 
And, winding round t4ie wreck, they kiss Hs bottom. 

Reader, didst ever scald thy mouthwith custard f 
Then thou hast curs'd it twenty times, or more. 

Or, didst thou ever to a Cat give Mustard? 
If so. Grimalkin ftcratch'd, and spit, and swore. 

Thus at my rhymes our Courtiers swear and spit. 
Ready to slay me — ^tear me bit by bit — 

S2 Id 



I dearly 
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I dearly love to bitch the rogues in rhyme. 
And tell the world each various crime; 

. And folly too, ah, olieti ft It and seen ! 
Indeed the act of many a Court 
"Would yield the Nation ch'arnrrilig sport. 
And chase the gloomy cloud of spleen ; 
But that this folly mrngles with much harm — 
Aye^ there's the rob !-*— the rub, too, to alarm. 

But, Sirs, 111 harelhy thoaghts» &iid spReak them too. 

In spite of Ministerial chains: 
If a Court Scoundrel nieet my yiew> 

ril laugh at penalties and t>ains; 
Smile at the Ribbands that their sh<nild«n deck^ 
And wish th^m .good tight topes about their neck.. 

'1*11 have my thoughts, ?Lnd print them too^ 
Er'n should there be an imprimatur ; 
Sing tvhat is tifkat, and who is who. 
And, inieptndrm, scona tofsu^er* 

There may be Ministerial chains 
Not only for the tongue, but brains: 
The time may come when Ministerial sway 
Makes despotism the order of the day — 
Still will I talk and write as I think fit, 
"Whether Man John be A»»iN<iTo« or Pitt; 
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ODE IL 



TO THE K- 



Written immediately on Mr. Pitt's Bxttek from AdoinittratSon. 



A 



NT pjease your M :Y, I'ln very glad. 

And so are all of us (of late so sad), 
That you have thrown the Jonas overBoard. 

See ! see the drowniiip: cat ! he spreads his claws! 

Quickly, for God's sake. Sir, chop off his paws!*-— 
He dies, by not a single «V* deplor'd* 

To Davy Jones's locker let him go^ 

And with old Neptune booze below— ^ 

Bad stuff though, Neptune's wam^aA fcri?K?/ 

He'd rather touch Dundas's wine, 

Pitt, Sir, has been a shocking steward. 

And made Ui« all, poor creatures, chew hard : 
We scarce can put a mouse into the pot; 

And yet he leaves behind, I fear. 

Something that will not touching bear. 
Like powder of a post that has the rot. 
And Fame each day sings louder. Sir, and louder, 
'^ State-pillars will be made of this same powder/' 
Now rotten wood, according to my nouse, 
Is bad material to support a house. 

PjTT deero-d himself an -Ec^/e-^what ^jlat! 
What was he? — a poor wheeling, fluttering Bat — 
An Imp of Darkness — busy, catching )?/«/ 
Here, there, up, down, off, on — shriek, shriek — snapi 

Snap — 
His gapiug mouth a very lucky trap, 
Quick seizing ibr his hungry maw— Supplies. 

S3. PiXT. 
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Pitt makes^ 'tis true, a monst'rous noise — 
He who seducM must be besotted. 

The sound niay fright the ears of boys — 
A cannon's thunder, but not shotted, < 

No FARMERivith more true delight 

£'«r saw a saucy, soaring Kite 
Fetched by a leaden messenger to ground. 

Than we, when Majesty thought fit. 

And wisely too, to humble Pitt, 
Headlong into the gulf profound. 
Sunk him to bell — at least his lowest hell, ^ 
Where Pride's prick'd bladder could no longer swell. 

No Fariier with a greater glee ^ 

Beholds a dying Fox, than Wb 
Marked the last struggles of poor Billy Pitt : 

On every visage see a smile ! 

Joy triumph's through the echoing isle ! 
Upon his name Posterity shall spit. 

Poor banished Liberty again 

To Britain's fair and wide domain. 
Shall bring her throne, her sacred throne : 

The voice that long has learnt to mourn. 

Shall hall with rapture her return. 
And change for sounds of joy the hopeless grban. 

Well, Sire, whatever be th* evfcnt, 

YoH do things with the best intent; 
Distressed when Fortune mars a patriot plaa: 

And know, each true-born Briton sings, 

" Health and long life to virtuous Kin^s I 
<• We love the MA9TBH,.bnt detest the Man.'* 



^OSTSC'lllFT, 
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POSTSCRIPT. 



Siee! if your Majesty so p1ease> 
Aod^ SiRE^ it may be doiM with ease, 

Fll make a bargain. — Keep out Pitt for ever. 
My song shall be the song of praise; 
To Kings an altar will I raise ; 

And never tear it down — no, never, never. 
And shonld it please th' Almighty to take Pye, 
Sire, I'm your for^i— -your Laurtat^-l^-^yes, I \ 

I ihink this must be some temptation. 
Considering my vast reputation. 
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ODE III. 

TO LORD' H Y. 



s 



WEET is the Muse's Toice tntncf 

Nothing so clever, nought more mighty. 
For taking frona the heart ermui. 

The spleen, blue devils, tadium vittt. 
Sweet also is the sweet Cremona's tongue. 
Making the hours dance merrily along. 

But, ah ! not sweet indeed to me. 
Are sounds in Parliament ^ow thee: 
Through my whole frame such torpors creep—* 
I stretchy gape« yawn, and iall asleep. 

/ Surely our men of worship should be utise. 
Think deeply, and with speech surprise: 

But titles only the mad Million hails! 

Just like BiRD-fanciers, heedless of the song^ 
Who ask what feu thers to the birds belong. 

That, Bashaw-like, gain glory by their tails. 

Thon deem'st thyself a first-rate ship of war — 
Inform one, H — ksb — y, art thou mad? 

What says each honest, grinning Tar? 
^^ O, d — n ray eyes ! this is too bad I *' 

Then flings his quid away, and raves, 

*' A goose-feather upon the waves I" 

Now let me own. Jack's cat is much too smart: 
'Mid the loud storm, and on the ocean's swell, 
H — KSB — Y, ril tell thee truly what thou art — 
A simple Cockle-shell ! 

Slipp'd. 
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SiSpp'd from a stubborti rock into tbe 9em.A~ 

*' Ah/' thou exclaimest, '* tvko'a that stub&orh rbck? 

*' I wonder who that rock cau be !** 

Pitt ! Pitt ! — Lord^ thou art Htuptd as a 8tOck ! 

H — KSB — y, amid this boisterous gale. 
Since thou art mounted up on liigh. 
On pinion wild with dauattess eye. 
Let me instruct thee with a Tale.— 
> *Tis of an ih\{, 
A solemn fowl> 
And very much conceited — njiuch like thee: 
Excuse this quaker-proneness to be/ree. 

AN Owl, a bachelor of no S5rr?at soUl, 
Nor intellect, but Ttefy, very proud. 

The tenant of a little dirty hole, 
Wish'd from obscurity to cleat* the clbud : 

Yes, Owl must havie his sails utiVatlM, 

And mout)t majestic on the >«t)i4d. 

Close to his ivy-houSe li'^'d Ciiow, 

Who on his etrands Us*d to go. 

Crow,'* said the Owl, upon a day, 
I'm sick of solitude and g^oom : 

** A bird of my deep sense and Plvrn^ 
•' Should nrtwuti amid the bla±e of day.. 

" In short, dear Cnow^ I wish pp tded^ 

" And, mind me, take unto my bed 
♦''A Bird of bifth, the Eacle's daughter, ' 

" Miss Eaglet.*' — " Ah," replied the Cro#, 
Ready to split his sides with laughter, 

" Indeed 1 and are things really so T 
*' Right, Sir, to alter your coirdition— * 
<' O Lord there's nothing like anibition *** 

*' Well, Crow, you'll quickly seek, the realms abote^ 
'* With my proposals to the Bird of JotE.*' 

Crow takes his leave, ascends the jskies» 

And to the Eagle's palace flies 

The 
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The black Ambassador from Owl ; 

Delivers his credentials to his Grace, 

With Auckland's diplomatic face» 
Conceiving, like a penetrating fowl. 

How politics would go above; 

What answer leave the Bird of Jove. 

Thus spake the Royal Bird : — " Sir Crow, 

" To my Lord Owl be pl^as'd to go, 
•' And tell him that 1 like the match : 

*' I'm much oblig'd to him, indeed, 
" For honouring the Eagle breei: 
" I've been a good while on the watch 

" To throw a little lustre round my house r*^ 

" Commend me to the Thunderbolt of MousB. 

" Miss Eaglet is at his command — 

*' Shall join his Lordship in the straw ; 
" Who such alliance cannot well withstand ; 

" Happy to take him by the claw, 
** Bid him ascend sans cerernqnie—free, i 

" And pick his mouse to-day with meJ" ' \ 

Off flew at once the sable fowl. 

And qillckly reached the house of Owl, 
And told him all that he had seen and heard. 

Owl instant comb'd, and wash*d his face. 

Cut all his claws to such a grace, 
Trimm*d all his feathers nicely — clipp'd his beard ; 

Bid to his humble hole good-night. 

And rose amid the realms of light. 

* 

Mounted a mile or two, behold, 

The sun's bright blaze of burnish'd gold, 
Flash'd on 1 he Owl's poor weak and watering eyes :, 

Just like a paper kite, whose string 

Deserting, leaves him on the wing. 
To totter, dip^ mount, fall again, and rise; 



S^ 



\ 0DB8 TO INS AND OtfTI. f03 

So ihuffled Owl, logt, reeling blind. 
The sport of every gust of wind. 
Till down he fell with phiz of woe. 
The jest of every bird below. 

Now, H — KSB— y, tell the Man of Rhyme, 
How feelest thou thy flight sublime ! 
Thy weak eyes seem already winking. 
Poor Bird ! I fear His quickly over ! 
Yes, yes, already I discover 

Symptoms o^ sinking. 

Pitt's mouth may make a little blast — 

The Paper-kite comes down at last. 
And sharply watching are we all; 

And when laid flat upon the ground, 

Thy paper-stuff we shall surround. 
And make us merry at thy fall ! > 



Remember Icarus'» height 
Perhaps the observation stings; 

Thou should*5t have ask'd, before thy flight. 
Dame Wisdom for a pair of tilings. 



ODE IV. 

I ■■ • 

TO THE CBANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEaUER. 



V RAY Mister Addington, go out. 
Your change on madness seems to border. 

You're a good School- mistress no doubt. 
To keep the noi^y Brats in order. 

But to be Minister! — God bleSs ye ! 

Why, what the Devil could pbssess ye ? 



Pray, 
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Pray^ Mister AiuMkaTON> ga «9ti. 
And let some abler ms^n coin» ia — 

Such child's play \ — ^what are you Att\A I 
The Nation's really in a grin ; 

And yet it ought to cry^ Heai^'n knows ! 

So nearly going to the' crows. 

Good Mister AnoiiiGTeit, g# out. 
Go calmly out, nor make a pudder; 

And don't like Grenvili.b push your soont 
Beneath the good old State^Cow's udder. 

Poor Beast ! she can't thy thirst supply ! 

VitT*s famished Calves have suck'd her dry^. 

And hear me. Sir — learn some vaasM wit-r- 

Don't be the dirty tool oi Pitts 
Think on a tale — ^the Monkey and the Cav^ 

Ohesnuts were roasting in the fire : 

Jack's jaws both water'd with deaire ; 
He begs' Miss Puss to lend her pretty pat J 

Then handy, as the handiest stroke^. 

He makes her velvet paw a poker — 
And stirs away at such a ratef 

Puss squalls — but what is that ta Pug ? 

He holds poor Mm« GRi|tA^lftl» 8Mig» 
And gets the chesnuts from the grate : 

Jack grins — indulges his rogue jaws. — * 

Puss goes in mourning lor her claws. 

Now Mister Chah^ellor y^^XX sav I 9qmnt^; 

That as to my surmise there's nothing in't : 
Now Mister Chancellqr^ I c^H no names; 

But lo I th« Father of Reform 

Will take you by persuasion, or by storm. 
And put your pretty li^g^rs in tbe^mi. 

He wants that organ in your month cs^lP^ IVtit^ff 
And, like an organ in th© House of Gop, 

With deep'd-ton'd energy, divinely strodag, 
That fills with holy awe tlia dre^d sybK>de: 

He 
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He wishes your's ta stan Saint Stephen's sphere. 
And get hbn some ten thousand-pounds a year ! 

Yies, you must thunder for a pension ! 

For ser?ices of high prclension ; 

For Him who« laboring with the happiest. painsp 

SayM England's life by dashing out her brains. 



ODE V. 

TO GEORGE ROSE, ESQ. 



F. 



ORC'D from affairs of State, George Ros^ 
With pretty treasury pickings, goes; 
In humble hut, on ScotiA's plains. 
To feast upon his honest gains. 

Thus with a dainty heap of apples^ 

With teeth and claws, a Hedge-hog grapples. 

The epicure, and eats his fill : 
Yet on the heap behold him roll. 
And loaded steal into his hole, 

A golden pippin on each quill.^ — 
Thus loaded into Scotland goes 
Ex'Secretaire George Hbbge-hog Rose. 

Fed like a horse in a King's stable, 
George didst thou happy rise from table. 
As Horace jsiays, " Uti conviva satur ? *' 
I really think 'twas no such matter. 

Forc'd from the ven'son of the State ; 

^orc*d to desert a well-ciamm'd plate; 

you IV. T IForc'd 
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Forcd from the trifles, and the jelly; 

Fdrcd from a thousaml sweet nick-nackerics. 
Prettily made by State-Cook quackeries, 

To'fill each creyice of thy bloated belly — 
Looking a downright foot-ball by its tumour, 
I think thou gottest up in a bad humour — 
Yes, George, thy stomach it is such. 
It thinks it cannot have too inuch. 

Yet, why art thou not dubb'd a Lord, 

To rise with lustre from the Board, 
As title much the vulgar world bewitches ! 

Then may'i^t thou seek the barren heath. 

Or dell, where first thou drewest breath. 
And blaze the Jack-o*-lantern of the ditches? 

Joan Jenkinson, and Madge, and Bet, 

And Peg, and Nan, a ^at^'ry set, 
Have ris'n to Ladyship in this kind reign: 

They ride to Court, obtaii> a smile, 
, Make dips and curtsies all in style, 
And carry off kind nodsSrom Q — and K — . \ • 

Now this was all old Jenky's doing. 

By dint of labour and Court-wooing. 

Hast thou not too some poor relations. 

Wishing to change their ragged stations. 
And on the bright Court hemisphere be stars? 

Kfavonr will not gain it: — iwy. 

And hoi^t thy Cousin JoANs-on high. 
Upon the vlttuotLs plunder of our wars. 

Sure, thou maystdo all this with ease. 

As honours are as thick as fleas. 
Pitching on this man's shoulders, now on that. 

As Heraldry has wondVous charms. 

Heard shall inveiH a court of arms. 
And to a Tygeb turn a jnan^y cat* ' - 
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ODE VL 



VV HEN Pitt was out of office push'd. 

What horror smote the Levee Mob ! 
Mad mto Street of Downing rushM 
Hkf minionsj always ready for a job : 

A nfiost obsequious stud of hacks. 

Who bore him on their humble back.<t 
Through dirty lane; through thick and thin: 

No matter what the object, no; 

When Pitt commands — it must he so; 
Whether to clothe the naked Realm> or skin. 

Muse, would it be too harsh to say. 

The tumult on that kick-out day 
Was mob-like at' a house dn fire; 

Where friends, ahiid the conflagration, 

With a kind thief-acceleration, 
Whip off the goods they guarded by desire. 

Unfeeling as a stone, or harder, 

In rush'a Lord G to the Larder, 

Caught up a goose for self and wife : 

In ran Dunoas with hungry paunch, 

Snatch'd up a turbot and a haunch : 
In bounc'd Charlb!) Long, and, with his butcher's 
knife," 

(For in the plunder he must also join) 

And cut off slices from a fat sirloin. 

In scamper'd Wyndham — *' Where's my share ? 

" I mil f^e partner in the spoils : **' 
Then up he caught an old jack bare, 

A proper present for his toils. 

. " I must have something,'' Canning cries. 
And fastens on some rich mince pies, 

T2 As 
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As dext'rous as the rest to rifle : 
£cod ! and he must aomethiog do 
For Mother and for Sisters too. 

So steals some syllabubs aod trifle. 

But where was Justice zW the jehilc> 

That things were going off in style f 
Poor Gentlewoman ! she was gagc'd and bound; 

Her even scales^ alas ! abhorred. 

In pieces broken with her sword ; 
Nor were the fasces to be found. 

Such were the Guardians of tb<B StatCi 
Just like a shoal of sharks who swam iin. 

With maws as wide as the park gate. 
To save (by eatipg us) from famine / 



-E 
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ODE VII. 



OSSESS but ^faith, 'twill move a mountain : 

Thus says the Bible, the ^reat fountain. 
The sacred fountain of immortal truth. 

There are who say that Billy Pitt 

In this deaf war has shown his wit — 
Lord I what a statesman ! — what a clever youth ! 

Keen as the keenest eagle's view,. 

There's nothing that he cannot do. 

Same syUabuhs and trifle.'] With a ministerial fortune by matri- 
mony ; with SinecureSt &c. to a large amoaAt, squeezed Irom tbe 
vital* of the Natioii; this modest and generous Youth could. not ajford 
to yield his poor Mother, Mistr£»s Hunn, alias Mistres* Red- 
dish, aliag Mistress Canning, a pittance. — l^Tol the Kingdom 
must be saddled with Five Hundred Pounds a year for her swppo^rt. 
Such is the laudable distribution of public treasure ! such are the 
Depositaries of the national confidence! and of such we are or^- 
dered not to complahi, for fear of the imputation 9f JacohinisM ! ! •' 

Yes, 
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Yes, have 
And claw a 



a portion of credulity, 

I pyramid, you*H pull it t'ye. 



Credulity's a pretty sand 

To blind the people of the land : 
O yes, it blinds weak wOtnen, and weak meD> 

Much like the sand that boys, in fun. 

Fire from an engine called a gun. 
To kn^ck down a pour humming-bird, .or wren. 



t 
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THE DOCTORS; 



A TALE. 



A FELLOW troubled with the itch 

(Like Courtier-men) of getting rich. 
And learning. that a doctor, (not a Quacky 

By means of a most potent pill^ 

Did verily and truly fill 
Full many a time with gold his sack — 

Resolv'd, by pill, to make a fortune too, . 

So set about it without more ado. 
Hoist but the standard, folks will come. 
With heads as empty as the drwn. 
The duacks puffs off his pill — non/e doubt him, 
And numbers quickly fiockM about him: 
A BuMPRiiV came among the rest. 
And thus the Man of Pill addrest: 

Zur, hearing what is come to pass. 

That your fine pill hath cur'd the King, 

And able to do every thing, 

" D'ye think, Zur, that t'will.make me vind ray Ass? 
*' I've lost my ass, Zur, zo should like to try it: 
" If this be your opinion, Zur, I'll buy it.'' 

T 3 *' Undoubtedly!^" 
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*' Undonbtedly!*' the Quack replied, 
<5, Yes, MitsTER Hob, it should be tried :" 
Then down Hob's gullet, cure or kill. 
The grand Impostor push'd the pill. 

Hob paid his fee, and off he went; 
And travelling on about an hour, '' . 

His bowels sore with pains were rent ; 1 

Such was the pill's swprising pow'r. i 

^No longer able to contain. 

Hob, in a hurry, left the lane: 
How decent! — what can decency surpass? 

And sought the grove — where Hob's two eyes. 

Wide staring, s^sv with huffe surprise 
His long-ear'd servant Jack, nis Ass! 
Ye Gods ! how happy was the meeting ! 
Hob kissing Jack, and Jack, Hob greeting. 

" Adzooks? a lucky piiU" quoth Hob ! 

*' Yes, yes, the pill hath done the job." 
Pill grew the subject of the village tattle : 

At last it gain'd a heap of fame; 

Not only good for blind and fafne. 
But good, too, for recovering i^ll stray d cattle* 

Now ponder well, ye Parents dear — 

Pitt's no Catholicon, I fear: 
Pitt is a violent cathartic, 

Creating very grievous gripe* 

(In butcher phrase) among our tripes. 
Making the stomach, hea.d, and heart sick :. 

Produci rig much evacuation 

Unto a poor consumptive Nation, ^ 

That wants restoratives callM Pomds, 

To give her strength, and heal her wounds. 

Though clever in his Treasury rostrum, 
Pitt never yet possessed ^ nostru?n ^ 

For? 
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For bringing all ttray'd MUliont back again : 

The Guineas he sent out> we find. 

Were like so many beetles, blind. 
Rambling the Lord knows where, like thow'rs of rain. 

Making the German regions smile, 

Instea£f of ALbiON^s famisb'd isle. 
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THE HEDGE'HOGS: 



A SABLE. 

THE Hedge- hogs in a war most fatal, 
A war commenc'd with the t)og- Nation ; 

Like us, unlucky, losing each land-rbattle. 
And trem})ling^ all for their salvation. 

Agreed to ft\rnish contribution. 

With patriotic resolution. 
As much as evp^y fledge-hog could afford : 

One of the tribe, no {ledgcrhog subtler. 

An Elwes or a Sir Joyn Cut;.|:r, 
And master of a comfortable hoard. 

Affected to be sca^i^l^ly vvprth a crown. 

Therefore unable to coo^^ down. 

The Hedge-hog Council sent to let him know 
The tide could never be so low: 

" Enter my house, and be cpnvinc'd,*' quoth Atf, 
The Messengers stepped in, aqd pry'd about: 
Appearances left not a doubt— 

Of wealth a Testiga not a soul could see ; 

In full conviction then they left the door, 

*' ^Squire Hbdge-hog certainly is very poor/* 

As from the c[oor< the humble door 
Of our '-Squire Hedg(:-bog aH sopgqr. 

Fully 
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Fully convincM, they pass'd along ; 

A hillock, of Fresh earth appeared. 

Seeming but very lately reared: 
This hatchM suspicions somewhat strong. 

With teeth and claws they op'd the mound— 
\yhere such 2l treasure soon was found ! 

Forth trots the poverty-struck 'Squire, 
Begging and praying beyond measure, 
They would not take away his treasure : 

" Was sorry he had been so great a liar ; 



^' Was ready with h\s quota to the State, 

" T' assist the war and give the Dogs their sate. 
But, no — it was against the laws : they found 

He could not have it — no such thing, 

As treasure under ground ^ 
Belonged of right unto the King. 
Thus was 'Squire Hedge- rog very fairly bit^ - 
Now to apply this fable to 'Suuire Pitt: 

PiTT,^ canst thou say with a good grace. 

That thme is >not a hedge-hog case f 
Believe mje, thou'rt not poor in purse. 

However thou mayst be in spirit: 
Thine income, for the Nation's curse. 

Is much, I fear, beyond thy merit. 

The Cinque. Ports, with a few remuTteratioTif,. 

Prove to John Bull some trifling obligations,. 
Which Wyndham, cheeseparings might call; 

Which cheese-parings, if in my pow*r, 

Should, in the space of half an hour. 
Return to where they started, like a ball. 

Had Justice nicely weigh'd thy true desert. 
What had she giv'n ? — I'll tell thee what — 

The Dame had giv'n to please thy Iqfty heart. 
Just baif enough to feed a Rat: 



An 
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An animal of vicious oatiire^ 
Who, after breakfasting and duung> 
And supping in a house, and iinderaiining> 

Leaves it a prey to fire and water, 
(As soon as all the plunder ceases) 
To tear it in a thousand pieces. 



ODE VIII. 

TO PITT. 

" 13 LESSED are those who nought expect, 
" Fortbey shall not be di9appointe4 i" 

But thou didst hone a grand effect — 

Great sighing^ from the Loupes Anointed. 

Strong was thy hgpe tb^i Majesty wouW send 
Of terror full, to his good friend 

Qf Dow$ii(fG Street poste-haste away. 
Petitioning — " Pitt, all is oyer, 
" The French will quickly land at Dover, 

" And no one to oppose and slay : 
" Of strength thou art a mighty tow'r : 
*' Come, come, and all thy thunder pour ! 
" Without thee, England meets her fate — 
^* Haste, ha3te, and save a sinking State 1" 

Such were a very flattering sound I 

How had the echoes rung around ! 
But no such voice, alas ! was ever heard ! 

No thunder roll'd, no tempest blew ; 

But easy quite as an old sho^, 
Saint James's for thy loss appeared. 

Soft as a catV indeed, was thy retreat. 

That moy^s aotun stam upon her velvet feet. 



But 
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But prithee swallow, Pitt, a question. 
That mayn't agree with thy digestion : . 

Where was the blush, the blush of shame 

When, to exalt the blind and lame, 
Thou gav*st of eloquence that dainty dtsh ? 

Yet people will in answer say, 

" 'Tis the world's way — 
*' We never hear a man cry, * Stinking Fish V 



TO PITT, IN CONTINUATION. 



A IS whisper*d thou wert tumM to door, 
^Mo9,t Job-like, very, very poor. 
Poor man ! poor man 1 ah> what a pity ! . 

Farewell to dinnerii in the city I 
Fatewell to Grocers ev'ry one^^ 
Othello's occupation'H gone I 
Yet greater men than thee have fall'n from glory : 
Witness the following little story : 

■ 

THB SULTAN AMD HIS DOO, 

A MIGHTY Sultan of the East, 

On every dainty us*d to feast ; 
(How different from the beggar and his bone !) 

Who drank, too. Burgundy, I ween : 

For every thing in style was seen. 
Becoming one who sat upon a throne* 

. Stinking FisHrj— A few of his fellow-labourers in the polit'<?aJ 
vineyard, that ceinained after his expulsion. Mr. Pitt's eulogium 
on those rags of his Admiiigtmtioii prodaced a uaiversid smile cvea 
ifom his own party, / 
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It chancM that War, all ppwerful war. 

So apt the wisest schemes to mar. 
And change the master to the humble 9lave, 

FixM on the Sultan his steel claws, 

ClappM an embargo on his jaws, 
And words, hard tvords, instead of victuals, gare. 

The King was* heat — to prison sent, in short — 

Coarse was his fare, the coarsest sort : 
A jug of milk was sent to him for dipner : 

Enter a dog, who, while the King 

Was musing on some iofiif thing. 
Stole slily to the milk, the thievish sinner ; 
Forc'd in his head, and lapp'd each drop, no doubt. 

But could not get his head felonious out. 

So off, with his jucjgM jowl, the rascal ran. 
The Monarch, smiling, mark'd the theft. 
And of his dinner though bereft. 

With much good humour thus began : 

" Fortune's 2i fickle Dame : hxxi yesterday 
" An HUNDRED Camels scarce could bear 
" My quantities of kitchen ware, 

" And now a Cur can carry it away 1 " 

Oh, with a disposition soft as silk, 
So humble, affable, and mild; 

Art tJiou reduced, too, to 2ijiig of milk. 
Sweet Nature*s Child? 
Speak — Did ih^ famish' d iL'ohes, alas ! 
Eat all the flesh of the dead Ass, 

And leave thee nothing but the bones ? 
Say, hadst thou not the face to mump 
One steak, from the poor Nation's rump. 

To calm gaunt Famine's hollow moans? 

Ah, me!. w^e all are very poor; 
Tax'd to the very eyes, I'm sure ! 



2IS 



Where 



I 
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Where is the affkU that pay^ no d«/y ? 

Nought scapes !^ — not Wom ah* 8 faacirmth^ heAuty * 

Lo, many a little charming Philus, 

For vending roses sweet, and lilies. 
And love-inspiring, luscious, balmy kisses; 

Although the growth o^ their own cheek; 

Although the growth of their awH. neck; 
Although the growth of their atvn lip, sweet Misses ; 

Are forc'd to Bridewell's horrid fare. 

For dealing in unlicens'd ware — 

Spoii'd all their pr^ty hops, and skips, and^?ee» 

Because the Justice had not got his^e. 



ODE XL 

TO PITT AGAIN. 



i^AY, Pitt, dost thou so easy part 

With pow'r the idol of thy heart. 
And, philosophic, yield to thy disgrace; 

Leave Downing-Street and stately rooms. 

For secresy and spectre glooms 
Of solitary, poor Park Place; 

To live within a little hole. 

As melancholy as amole ? 

Thou though test we should all wear mourning> 

Black, weeping all for thy returning — 
All with white handkerchiefs to catch wet sorrow : 

Ah, know there are not ten who care 

Five farthings were they now to hear 
That thou wert in a jail to-morrow. 

Pitt, 
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PiTT> thou bast been ia office long enough: 
Yes, thou hast had a handsotne gwing ; 

Thy hide, too, Irke a bull'-hide tough. 
Has met, iadeed, with many a sting, 

Or dart, that must have kiU*d all but the man 
"Whose modesty not only took our flour 
(The conscientious Miller of the hour), ^ 

But made its bow, too, to the bran ; 
Nay ready, too, upon its back. 
To carry .off the very sack / 

Suspended ou a bit of stfeel. 
Employ *d in sniirgling, 

A large and slippery Eel, 
The world seems glad to see thee wriggling. 

How hast thou work'd for life and soul, 
To slip again into thy hole! 
Aye, gape, and writhe, and spread thy fin, 
Poo^ Master Fish, you won't get in. 

• 

A bungling Chemist, thou hast manag'd badly; 

Manag d the State*alembic sadly. 
With all thy cunning and thy pains: 

The finer parts are ofFl in air! 

Howe'er thine ignorance may stare. 
And nought but caput mortuwm remai^as. 

So much, Pitt, for our sublimed constitution. 
The subject of thy fierce and ceaseless fires 1 

And, lo, by dint of time and resolution. 
Thou hast well crucibled thy Country 'Squires; 

And Mother Bank, the blindest of old Crones, 

Extracting heaps of gold from Stocks and Stones. 

When ye began this righteous war. 
Where was your tutelary star? 

Vol. I v. Ye 
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Ye never dreamt of danger till too late, 

" A war with France ! oh, that's ^«oon o'er, 
^' A fox-chase, fox-chase, nothing more ; 

" Fun, fun — just coursing a poor hare, or cat/' 

Such was your speech : but, Sir, it doth appear. 
That same cat is now become a Bear, 
Whose claws have lately held you snug, 
And giv'n a cursed Cornish hug. 



ODEX. 

TO HENRY DUN DAS, ESQ. 



F 



OR a great empire fast undoing. 
Something indeed should have been brewing. 

Better than brandy and strong beer: 

Something was wanting, to my humble thinking. 
Besides good eatiiyg and hard 4^'inking, 

To keep the leaky ship fvom foundering clear: 
Yet ^tis well known that e'er the vessel's sunk. 
The sailors commonly get drunk. 

Now thou art off, I long to see. 

In thine own language, " Wha wants me ?" 

It will not be at all surprising 

To catch thee, Harry, advertisins:. 

If mad to face a second storm 

Take an Advertisement inform. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

A steady Man, near sixty years of age. 
Would very willingly engage 
As Butler to a Minister of State, 
And 'Overlook the Plate. 



Exit 
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But should the Plate 6y chance be carried off. 
And not a hogshead or a bottle left; 

He begs to say, -he won't be fool enrugh 
To ansiuer for the leakage, or the theft, 

U wanted he can have, by God's good grace. 
An exclent character from liis \.\9>v Place. 
Please to direct to Mister 11. l)i ndas, 
At the old Sign — the Bottle and' the Glass. 



A MORAL CONCLUSION. 



I 



N this world's wild, uncertain chase. 
What strange events at tiroes take place ! 

Some bright with Joy, some black with sorrow ! 
Omnium est rerum vicissitudo / 
To day what wonders / and you do. 

That happen not again to-niorroxuf 

Hawksb'ry and Wyndham, Canning, Long, 
Were undeT'Strappers to Will Pitt ; 

Forerunners, oft they gavtJ their tongue. 
Before the Great Man pour'd liis wit. 

Thus Paul's four small clock -quarters ('prentice boys) 
Instruct their miffhty Master wlien to sound: 

Paul solemn listens to the tinkling noise, _ 
Then breaks in thunder to the world around ! 

But Herald Understrappers now no more, 

Pitt out of office, the broad farce is o'er ; 

Flung froni his pedestal amid the rabble. 

Deep thundering Pitt is — poor old Goody Gabble. 

Ah me! sic transit gloria mundi — 

Such things will be 'till moon and sun die, 

U 2 And 
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And Earth our ashes, our pale embers cover; 
And really, when we sum up all, 
What's life?— • A blast — a iitlle squawl. — 

Death's calm must come at last, and all is ovcr--^ 
All in our tombs in peace — not one 
To read " Hicjacet** on the stone! ^ 



. JULIA, 



JULIA, 

OR, 

THE VICTIM OF LOVE ; 

A PASTORAL BALLAD. 



lila mihi sancta est; illius dona sepulchro. 
Ft madefacta men, sertaferam lacrymis. 

TiBULLUf, 



From Jiiem'ry, nouglit shall force her form away. 
For ever sacred and for ever dear : 

HL seek her lorab at mom and closing day, 
And .wet each flow'r I offer with a tear. 



■■» ' 



U 3 JVLlAy, 



JULIA, 

OB, 

THE VICTIM OF LOVE: 



S 



HE is dead, who gave life to the groves. 
And covers our valley with gloom ! 
She who led all the Pleasures and Loves, 
Now joins the pale band of the tomb. 

She whose beauty commanded the heart, • 

So prais'd, so ador'd, so desir'd ; 
Sunk, the innocent victim of art. 

And the passion her beauty inspired. 

Yet silent was she on the Swain 

Whose cruelty doomM her to mourn; 
In secret her soul would complain, 

lu secret her anguish would burn. 

Tho' faint was the blush on her cheek. 

And deep in her bosom the thorn ; 
A smile ^midst her sorrows would break. 

Like a ray through the clouds of the morn. 

She would sit near yon willow and sigh. 

And pant in the shade of the trees: 
** Sweet Zfphyr, bring health,"- she would cry ; 

But Health never came with the breeze. 

And oft she would drink of the brook. 

But Health never came with the rill; 
Then around on the heights she would look. 

But Health never came to the hill. 

On 
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On her Dog she look'd down with a tear. 
And sigh'd as she patted his h^ad, 

" Poor FiDELLE ! thou wilt suffer, I fear, 

" When thy Mistress, who loves thee, is dead. 

" TAott'hast ever been constant and kind; 

" Ml/ fondness ne'er met with a dlight : 
" In thed a firm friendship I find ; 

*' How unhappy when out of my sight ! 

" When with speed I could travel the plain, 
" With thy mistress to sport was thy pride ;. 

" And now I am weak and in pain, 

" Thou art heartless and dull by my side* 

" When I'm gone, thou, poor fellow, wilt pine, . 

" And seek me, uneasy, around ; 
" Beseeching the swains, with a whine, 

" To tell where thy Friend may be found. . 

'* Shouldst thou find my cold dwelling at last, 
" Near my sod thou wilt mope the long day : 

" Nor the night, nor the rain, nor the blast. 
Nay, nor hunger will force thee away.^' 

Thus she spoke to her Fav'rite, whose eye 
Was fixM upon those of the Maid : 

Then he lick'd her fond hand at her sigh. 
As if conscious of all she had said ! 

Sweet Nymph ! what a sudden decay ! 

Now her limbs she could scarcely sustain; 
Now her head would sink feiebly away. 

Like the* lily pressM down by the rain. 

At length on her pillow she fell ; 

In silence we watch'd her last breath : 
When she bade us for ever farewell. 

How divine, tho' the whisper of Death ! 



No 
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No jitruggle in dying she knew. 

Life passM with such sweetness away ! 
So calm from the world she withdrew. 

Her last sigh seem'd the zephyr of May. 

Beneath a plain stone she is laid. 

For needless ©fpm we* is the tale; 
Since the virtues that shoue in the Maid, 

May be seen iu the tears of the Yalk. 



TO 
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TO THE READER. 



THE unfortunate subject of this Elegiac.Ballad was 
i young Lady, possessed of uncommon beauty, united 
with a highly-cultivated intellect, and the most faci- 
nating manners. A tender attachment, terminating in 
disappointment, so aiVected her spirits as to occasion 
a fatal decline. Her Lover, from whose professions of 
regard she expected every happiness, deserted her al- 
most in the hour of leading her to the Hymenaeal altar: 
deluded by the idea of immense riches, he gaye his 
hand to another; thus sacrificing peace, honour, and 
humanity, at the tinsel shrine of Fortune. His mar- 
riage, as might be expected, commencing with infamy, 
terminated in sorrow, and shortened a lif^, that seemed 
to possess a claim to longevity. H}€ last hours were 
those of repentance and horrror: before his death he 
frequently visited the grave of his beloved but deserted 
Julia, and strewed flowers, mingled with sighs, on her 
sod ; and if a long and unfeigned contrition might be al- 
lowed to atone for the insanity of a moment, his tears 
must have obliterated his otFences. I^aturally of a po- 
etical turn, he wrote a number of what he modestly 
called his love trifles, and sent occasionally to his Mistress 
during the paroxysni of his passion, some of which we 
have subjoined, that seem to breathe a spirit of since- 
rity, whose foundation one would imagine could never 
have been shaken by the feeble arm of a puerile am- 
bition. 



ELEGY 
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ELEGY I. 

% 

He despairs of obtaining tlie smiles of his Mistress, 



W 



HAT are the thunders of the ruthless wind ? 
And what the billows that tumultuous roll? 
Cahis to the raging tempest of my mind, — 
Rills to the restless surges of my souh 

Intent to please, I vainly urge my toil : 

No hopes, alas ! thi Vip.';m's looks impart: 

O tell me, Julia, what can win thv smile! 

O speak, and heave the ino:''itain from my heart. 

What can I do to win a cruel maid ? 

The front of DaiNger willing would I brave: 
No coward terror can this heart invade. 

Whose chiefest glory is to be thy slave, 

Tate holds no horror while I please my Fair; 

Then, Julia, bid nie my fond passion /?rore : 
All, all thy rigour can command I dare. 

But lose thine image, and forget to love. 



ELEGY 11. 

htfUad lij* composing for fame, he resehes to write the praises of J vli a. 

±\ O more Til idly pour the line for praise : 
Fat loftijer hoj^es my glowing fancy mOve; 

I ask the Mlses for their sweetest lays. 
To tell a beauteous Maid how much I love, 

vain 
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Vain are our vows to Fame ! alas, how vain I 
Sfie waits to see us on the mournful bier ; 

Before she yields of eulogy the strain. 
What cruel mockery to the lifeless ear ! 

To Julia's hand I own my wjeh aspires: 
Mean are my nierits — her*s how far above ! 

Yet can 1 boast what only she requires, 
A heart to guard her, and a soul to love. 

Tho' Courts admir'd, the modest Julia chose 
.The silent shade, remote from public view^ 

How like the berry that in secret glows. 
And hides beneath a leaf its blu^ful hue 1 

Few are the wishes of the constant Pair : 

What tho' no gold their humble cot displays.^ 

Content, their guest, thus cries with careless air, 
*' Go, leave us. Wealth, and palaces emblaze. 

In rural bowers Content delights to dwell ; 

To cull the sweets of Nature's simple vale; 
To join the hermit in* the mossy cell. 

And join the m/mphs and shepfterds of the dale. 

To Fortune's tinsel shrine let others bow. 
And to their wishes rear the golden pile ; 

To one fair Virgin while I breathe my vow. 
And let my only treasure be her smile. 



t> 



ELEGY III. 

He complatns of J v^ia'b n(tt keeping her appointment to meeniim. 



w 



HAT demons keep my soul's delight away. 
And cruel thus my fondest wish invade ? 
Alas 1 1 tremble at the setting ray ! 

Pale Evening waves around an envious shade ! 

How 
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How expectation Toads th' important hour ! 

Iqnpatience wilder with each moment grows ! 
Thou loit'ring Fair one, bless th' appointed bowV^ 

And snactch thy lover from a thousand woes. 

' From vale to vale my eager gaze I strain ; 

From glade to glade with wild emotion move : 
Now turn and sigh, now move and turn again* 

Devour each sound, and chide my ling' ring love* 

Desponding, now upon the ground I lie^ 
And, anxious, -murmur to the desert air; 

Now call on slumber to my closing eye: 
But slumber lights not on the lids of care* 

Dark as the bosom of the stormy deep. 

Wild as.its waves my thoughts succeeding roll : 

Cool reason vainly soothes the wretch to sleep— 
Oh ! what is reason to the love->sick soul ? ^ ^ 

Ye sweet companions of my lonely bow'r, ' 
Whose simple melodies my shades inspire ? 

Oh, that my bosom felt your happy hour I 

Oh, that my voice coi:^d join your cheerful -choir I 

Light as your wing that skims the midway sky. 
From joy to joy ray heart so lately^flew : 

With me my moments never left a sigh. 
Nor bath d my lids in sorrow's baleful dew* 

Hate to the nymph I vow, and cold disdain i 
Yet at each idle sound alarm'd, I start ; 

To meet her, panting, every nerve I strain, 
And show too plain her triumph o^er my heart* 

Where is my love ? alas ! my transports die : 

My cheek, that reddeh'd with despair, turns pale; 
With disappointment drops my- clouded eye, 
. Each pining feature tells a mournful tale. 

Vol. IV. X Sec, 
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See« 9ee» the sun descends beneath the deep « 
Behold the melancholy bird of night !— 

In vain along the winding gloom I .weep» 
And wish in vain to stay the parting light* 



ELEGY IV. 

JDisappoinUd at not meeting JuliA} he accute$ her of ineanstanty, 

JJ A I N T as the lustre of a lonely star, 

That sheds through night's abyss his distant firc^ 
Hope feebly glimmer 'd on ray heart's despair: 

Behold, b^old> at length her lamp expire I 
. ■ -^ - 

Know, lovely Vwgin, thy deluding a^t 

Hath lodg d a thousand scorpions in ray breast^ 
Ohy say what happier rival wins thy heart? . 

6ay» am I the/e no rapre a welcopoe guest ? 

To a /a/us Fair-one have I told my^tale? . 

For a fake Faie-one fondly sighM so long ? 
Why, dear deceiver, did thy charms prevail ? 

Iny charms the subject of my ev'ry song. 

Ye swains who. hc^rd so oft my rapturM lays. 
False is the damsel that your wonder drew ; 

Ye nymphs who listen'd to the lavish'd praise. 
My souFs S0& idol proves at length untrue. 

Ntmpbs of the vale, for me your pity ^aic : 
Let not my fate> yeSwAiMs, your pity draw : 

Alas 1 for faithless beauty drop the tear. 
And grietc so &tr a diamond holds a flaw. 



Caa 
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iTaq Falscbood's stain that dove-Hke heart' defile ? 

. Ah, see the tear bj blasting Honour shed ! 
Lurks perfidy beneath that heavenly smile? 
See Love with hornor mark the guihy maid I 

Yet, yet the tyrant of my breast %he reigns : 
Resiless for JiJrAt heaves with constant sighs ^ ' 

My wounded heart oC cruelly complains. 
Yet softly pleads her pardon while it dieir 



ELEGY V, 



* Bt ewiimm the lieentimunm of ^€ ifgt^ 

X O false delights the Youth of Britain fly, 

Who coart for happiness the Wanton's arras; 
W'ho darts on all the 'ond inflaming eye, 

And ckoicdesB yields to alii for gold,, her charms. 

When in the Syren's fond embrace you sigh,. 

And on her lips impress tbe burning kiss, 
Doth Frienoship mingle with th' unhallow'd joy, 

Or Lovfe's pure spirit swell the surge of bliss? 

When di^oops enjoyment, what is then the Fair ? 

AJlow't' that blooms, but quickly doomM to fade; 
A sun that pours a momentary glare. 

And 'mid the tempest sink* o'envhelra'd in shade* 

O swains^ to Modesty's fair daughters turn ; 

By mental beauty let your hearts be led : 
Bid by your flight the, venal Fatr-onc mourn. 

And press in- tears her solitary bed. 

. X2 When 
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When round your neck her fondling arras she g1ue«. 
And, bent to please, exhausts each winning art j 

With false delights she shamefull j subdues. 
And leads the Passions captive, not the hedrt. 

Their midnighf orgies, whilst they madly hold, 

I of a tender Maid shall be possest : 
What bliss her tender beauties to enfold, 
' And soothe my slumbers on her faithful breast. 

Time from her bosom all its snows may steal. 
His iron hand her cheek's pure blush invade ; 

Still to my Julia will I fondly kneel. 

And love her most when all her rpses fade* 

Who spurns the weeping Fair-okb from his breast^ 
Hard is his heart — in ev'ry virtue poor : 

Hard is his heart to wound the fair Distrust, 
Who sighs that she can charm his eye no more* 

Cruel to bid' with grief her bosom heave, . 

Because her checks no longer glowing warm* i " 
Base, to forget the joys her beauty gave— 

And oh, forget it faded in his arms ! 



SONG. 



F, 



ROM her, whose every smiTe is love, 
I haste to some far distant cell : 
^ly sighs too weak the maid to move, 
1 bid the flatterer Hope farewell. 

Yet, as I quit her vale, m}' sighs 

At ev'ry step for Julia mourn ; 
My anxious heart within me dies. 

And, panting, whispers, •* rettirn,** - . 

Deluded 
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Deluded htart ! thy folly know. 

Nor fondly nurse a fatal flame : 
By absence tnou wilt lose thy woe, 

And Qn\y flutter at her name. 



SONG. 

yj SUMMER, thy presence gives wtirmth to the vale : 
The song of^he warbler enlivens the groves ; 

The pipe of the shepherd too gladdens the gale: 
Alas ! but I hear not the voice of my love. 

The lilies appear in their fairest array ; 
' To the vallies the woodbines a fragrance impart ; 
The roses the pride of their blushes display ; 
Alas! but I meet not the nymph of my heart. 

Go, shepherds, and bring the sweet wanderer here, 
The boast of her sex, and delight of the swains ; 

Go, zephyr, and whisper this truth in her ear. 
That the PLEAsva£s with Julia are fled from the 
plains. ' 

If thus to the maid thou my wishes declare. 
To the cot she has left she will quickly return ; 

Too soft is her bosom to give us despair, 

That sooner would sigh than another^s should mourn. 



E 



SONG. 

ON JULIA. 



RE 'witching love my heart possest 
And bade my sighs the nymph pursue; 
Calm as the infant's smiling rest, 

No anxious hope nor fear it Jcncw* ^ 

. X3 But 
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But doomMy ah ! doom'd at last to mourn. 
What tumults in that heart arose ! 

An ocean tumbling wild, and torn 
By tempests from its deep ropose. 

Yet Jet me not the virgin blame. 

As though she wish d my heart despair ; 

How could the maid suspect a flame, 
Who never knew that she was /a/r f 



TO JULIA. 

X^ ROM her whom every heart must love. 
And ev'ry eye with wonder see ; 

My sad, my lifeless steps remove — 
Ah ! were she fair alone for me ! 

In vain to solitudes I fly. 

To bid her form from memory part ; 
That form still dwells on mem*ry s eye. 

And roots it*s beauties in my heart* 

In ev*ry rose that decks the vales, 
I see her cheek's pure blush appear : 

And when the lark the morning hails, 
*Tis Julia's voice salutes my ear. ' 

Thus let me rovie the world around. 
Whatever beauty's charm can boast, 

Or soothe the soul -with sweetest sound. 
Must paint the idol I have lost. 



«■ 



SONG, 
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SONG. 
BYKJULIA. 



HEN love hath charm 'd the virgin's ear, 
I She hides the tender thought in vain ; 

How oft a blush, a sigh, a tear. 
Betrays the sweetly-anxious pain ! 

Dear youth ! a mutual flame X own : 
'I'he sorrows of thy. breast arc mine ; 

Thy virtues all my heart have won, 
That boasts a passion pure as thine. 

No more shalt thou tny coldness mourn— 
I trust the drop that dims thine eye; 

I see fair Truth thy lips adorn, 
And hear her voice in ev'i^ sigh. 



TO JULIA. 

WRITTEN NEAR HER GRAVE. 

IVJLUCH-injurM Maid, wholiest pale below. 
To thee, a Pilgrim sad I steal away ; 

In mournful silence steal, o'crpower'd with woe. 
To bathe with floods of penitence thy clay. 

Oh ! can thy gentle ghost the wretch forgive, 
Who seeks thy sod at this lone hour of night — 

A wretch, whose greatest hardship is to /w, 
Who, dead to pleaisure, sickens at the light? 

Oh ! if my grief could soothe the sweetest Shade, 

And pardon gain, which Justice must deny, 
Near Julia*& ashes should this Form be laid ; 
, Its crimes forgotten !*^theii what l^liss to die ! 
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TirM of the world, my heart no longer prays 
{What others covet) for extended years: 

For who would madi)' court a length of days. 
To count (alas!) the moments by his te^S^? 



ELEGY. 

TO JULIA. 



Detained in Italy by contrary winds, he expresses his ardent desire 

for saiUng for Hmgland. 



F 



AR from my Julia's arms I lonely sigh. 
And wislji to clasp \hy beauties, but in vain ; 
The surly winds my only wish deny, 

Yet'would Ijtlare the dangers of the Main* 

Ye winds and waves, how cruel to combine I 

let my pray'rs your rude, rude pity prove; 
Think of the gloomy moments that are mine ! 

Alasl ye know not what it is to love! 

T6 stately structures iiow I urge my way, 

And weakly think the minutes to beguile ; 
But anxious Love will not be led astrav : 
' Love goads my bosom for the virgin s smile* 

Now where the Painter shews his mimic art, 

1 strive to free myself from Love's alarn^; 
Lo, ev'ry Venus but augments my smart. 

And to my view presents thy lighter charnas. 

To Music novi^ fatigu'd I yield my car. 
But Music cannot the dull hours controul; 

With cold indifference ev*ry chord I hear. 
While not a sound descends into my fioul^ 



Oft 
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Oft as I mark the tribes of air, I crj*, 

** How witii your pinions would 1 moant the wind! 
*• Oh ! with what rapture ViCtec], cleave the sky, 

"' And,' turnM to Britain, leave my cares behind!" 

In wishes thus, I daily waste my breath, 
Chain'd by the tempest to. this hated shore ; 

When shall 1 leave, alasf this land of death, 
For life and thee, to part, my Love, no more? 



ELEGY. 

r^ a Firkndt'- dticrfblng tfte horron of hU tttuation ujitf iS€ (i(-«M 

flj^'JuLrA. 

P 

JL RIEND of my bosom, all my joys arc o'er— 

Peace, gentle Peace, alas! no longer mine; 
Since Julia, once^mytdol, lives no more, 
lo gloom and solitude I steal to pine. 

There, as I sit upon the sod, and sis;h, 

I hear reproof from every ha]>py dove ; 
In fancy's ear they cooing seem to cry, 

" VVc know not of inconstancy in love.'* 

Lo, da.«kncs8, tenfold dafVnefis suits my soul ! 

The haunts of 8|>ectre8 let m; court to weop; 
The beach where black with fate the billows vol), 

And tempests rabe the thunders of the Dklp. 

Thou tellcst me that Time a balm will bring. 
Soothe ev'ry sigh, and calm my keenest worg : 

Go, seek in winter's wild the blooms of spring ; 
Go, whisper to the restless surge, repose ! 

Love, injur'd Love, a sure revenge can boast; 

Love hears my groan, and mocks my soul's despair. 
*« Bleed, Victim, bleed," hc'craes — *« thy all is lost; 

** Such be their portion who deceive the Fair !*' 

i thought 
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I thought that Grandeur with a liberal hand 

Could strew my path of life with sweetest flowers ; 

That Wbai.th omnipotent could Time con^mand. 
And from his pinions pluck his whitest ho'irs. 

Constant in Mem'ry's eye her form appears— 
Where'er I tread, a source of woe 1 tind; 

-In cv'ry rill methink I see her tears. 

And hear her sighs in ev'ry passing wind, ' 

What now temains, my horrors to beguile? 

Away, yc drcam» of grandeur, wcrtlth, nway! 
W ho cannot give my cheek one little smile^ 

Nor bribe n single moment to be ^ny. 






■^ 



ORSON" 



ORSON AND ELLEN; 



LEGENDARY TALEi 



Seqtutwnjue putrem, non pa$sibit^ ^qms, 

Vi&oix.. 



1 try t'cxcel in Leobndaky Tali, 

The Lady, Gentleman, and Miss, offbyme^ 
In vain, alas! my creeping efforts fail! 

Far, far unequal to their march sublime. 



ORSON AND ELLEN. 



CANTO r. 

« rp 

X URN, Farmezi, turn thj horse's heatd, 
" And taste my ale so brightV* 
Cry'd Boniface, whose sign display'd 
The Lion in his might. 

Yet how unlike the Royal Bsast, 

Who for his phiz ne'er sat? 
Wherefore deriding tongues did call 

The sign, the Old red Cat ! 

Yea, much unlike indeed was it! 

Jove's Eagle and a Gander, 
Matthias and the tuneful Pope, 

Lord RoLLE and Alexander* 

« Who boasts ^ch ale?" quoth Boniface ; 

" No Landlord that draw? breath. 
^' A gallon I could fairly drink, 

«* Ev'n in the pangs of death !'* 

Young OxsoN from his horse leapM off. 
And shook the Landlord's hand. 

Then sought a room to taste this Alb, 
1 he best in all the land. 

The Landlord had a red round face, , 

Which some folks said, in fun. 
Resembled his Red Lion's phi^; 

And some, the rising sua. 

Vol. IV. Y Large 
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Lar^e slices from his cheeks and chin« 
Like beef-steaks, one might cut; 

And then his paunch, for goodly size^ 
Beat any brewer's butt. 

This Landlord was a boozer stout, 

A snuiF-takcr and smoker ; 
And 'twixt his eyes a nose did ^hine • 

Bright as a red-hot poker. 

' Were gunpowder put on his snout. 
Nor flint it would require, 
. And steel,' to make the sable grains 
Flash off in sudden fire. 

Thus when we see a nose so re<l. 

It is as day-light clear, 
That ruby nose is not raaintain'd 

On water or small beer. 

Young Orson was a comely youth. 

Stout as an oaken tree ; 
A farm heliad in Taunton Valb, 

And money, too, had Me ! 

Whenc*eF he spy*d a buxom Las s, 

His chops began to water ; 
And as the kites on pigeons pounce. 

The Rogue was sure to pat her. 

But he hi» neck to Wedlock's yoke 
Would not consent to bo\V; 
' Quotlf he, ** The m'ah who milk Can buy^ 
«• Should never keep a cow!" 

Of lovely Maidk at least a score 

Did rue his wanton tricks ! 
A moumfuLbatid ! a sable list! 

Like moles between cleft sticks 1 ' 



Now 



Now at the table Bon^facs 

And Orson sat them botjii; 
While 'twixt the twain a pewter-pot^ 

Did mantling foanoL \^th froth. 

Now Oaf ojf ,rai^*d the pewterrpot. 

And blew the froth away 1 
And haying dcank, he srnack'd hl& lips^ 

And cheerily did ^ay ; 

'' Old BoNiFACJs, tbou'rt in the xlght t 

"Thy taste is sound enough; ^ 
** I wish my cellar now could boas^ 

■^* A tun of such rare stuff T* 

Sweet Elljbn gave the pot wUKhandf^; 

That might ixxih thou^nds vie ! 
Her face, like veal, w^s white and re^t 

And sparkling was h^r eye* 

Her shape the poplar's tuy (am, . 

Her neck the lily's white^ 
Sofb heaving like thf surprqi^. w^^tc^ 

And lifting rich delight. 

And o*er this. neck. of ^l.ohe*like mQuldy 

In ringlets wav'd hec; hair; 
Ah, what sweet contrast for the eye. 

The jetty and the fair ! 

Her lips like cherries moist with dewj 

So pretty, plump, and pleasing I 
And li^ce the juicy cherry, too. 

Did seah to ask for squeezing. 

Yet Ellen modest was/withal, 
' And kept her charms in. order; 
For Beauty is a dangerous gift,] 
And apt to breed disorder* • 

Y2 Yet 
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Yet what is Beauty's use, alack ! 

To market can it go ? 
Say, wilHtbuy a loin of veal. 

Or rump of Beef?- No, no. 

Will Butchers say, ** Choose what you please,. 
Miss Nancy and Miss Betty?*' 

Or Gard'ncrs, •" Take my beans and peas. 
•• Because ye are so pretty ?'^' 

Too oft, alas ! a Daughter's charm* 

Increase a Parent's cares; 
For daughters and dead fish, we find. 

Were never keeping wares. 

Yet spotless was this virgin's heart- 
Quite spotless, too, her fame ! 

And if a swain but kiss'd her neck» 
It show'd the blush of shame I - 

For once a sjmcy Oxford youth 

Dar'd ki9s~it to a glow- 
How like rfie modest blush of raoia 

Upon a hill of snowF 

Yet blushes are exceeding scarce; 

The Great Folk scorn to name 'em. 
Since Fashion, ruling with strong sway. 

Has bid all CouRi^ discharm *em. 

Yes, yes( a blush is vastly scarcer 

O fie, Ofie upon't! 
•And when it glows, lo ! Fashion calfs 
The Virtue j mavvahe honfe ! 

Oh! can the Gr bat for Modesty 

Not care a single rush! 
Ah! never boa British Maid 

A stranger to a -l^lvsk ! 



At^! 



PItSON ANQ. EUEN. f^j^ 

Ah ! wbo^.can pierce th$ simple heartf 

Give modesty i: f<^r— - 
Eaise with ^u(]e hands, the burning blash* 

And force the pearly tear ? 

Yet there are Dtmons who delight 

Her panting heart to wonpd^ 
Darken with sorrow's cloud her ej^. 

And force the git>an profound* 

Ah \ wantQn Fashion, thou loose IMmc, 

Who biddest ev*ry Man sec 
The charms which darkness should conceal^ 

And Man should only fancy. 

The ancle, nay* the knee and thigh, 

A re secrets now no more ; 
God bless us J' every day, of each ' 

A man may see a tcore!. 

The Bishop was not in the wrong. 

But really in the right. 
Who at the Opera saw suck things 

As shock'd his holy sight* 

Yet some, have said, yea, louxijy saii, 

W^ith many a scornful jeer— 
*f A poor old witherM blinking fool, 

*« What business had he th^rc i 

** If bishops and their Wives will leave 
'* Their Church for wanton places; 

** *Tis.rank hypocrisy to make 
«• A set of prudish faces,*' 

Now Orson's eyes forsook the pot. 

And mark'd the Maid with fire. 
For Ellen's fair and artless look 

Did kindle high desire. 

~ Y S For 
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For Bbavtt doth possess die charnt 

To pull abroad men's eyes. 
And wake the wishes of the soul. 

And bid the Passions rise. 

For why ? Becajose 'tts NAiTuat's plaft 
The world should be supported ; 

Therefore, wherever B b a u t y 8niil^s> 
It will be jNress'd and courted* 

Thus amber doth attract the 8traw»> 
The loadstone draws the needle ; 

And drawn* toO, are the female heel» 
By ubor, pipe, and .fiddle. 

Now Oasoir whiaper'd to himself, 
** Gad's bob! if things go right, 

*• With thatiiice Girl who gavse ttkt poftx 
*• 1*11 sleep this very night P'; 

O monstrous thoQght ! O wicked wish f ' 

O soul destroying sin ! 
Yet for his soul (O graceless youth !) 

He did not care one pin. 

Thus on the dc^phin's^ beauteous scale i 

The shark he opes his jaw ! 
Poor fish i who, ere he danger feels^ 

Is in the tyrant's maw* 

Thus Sfidebs when they see a Fly, 
How bailiff-like they watch it ! 

And ere, poor imp, he thinks of harm» 
The grimly rascds: catch it. • 



i*>p"> 
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CANTO II. 



F 



AIR £LLt:N liv'd ^ith B'oivirACB» 
Nor scorn'd her hamble sphere ; 
And with unsnlHied fame she drew 
Her customers their beer. 

How i)eat was :El c ev in her dress ! 

As neat as a new pin !' 
By this she brought fall many a poond 

To Boniface's inn. 

Thus goldfindieiBi, in fields well phc'd 

The distant birds engage, 
And by their dainty fbrms and vaccv 

Invite them to their cage. 

And thus the Fast ry- coo KS^i^ould do. 

To sell their tarts and pies ; 
Put to their shop some pretty Lass, 

To hook in passing eyes. ' 

For majiy a man, whose appetite 

Desires nor pie nor tart. 
May like to squeeze a charming girl> 

And ogle for her. heart. 

Nay, MiLLiNBts should do the same^ 

For custom if-they hope ; 
And m^y a trade beside should kc^ 

A nice Ti t in the shopb 

And let me own, in times of yore. 
When love was seldom quiet. 

But quickened night and day. my blood. 
And bred a constant riot ; 



I boaght 
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I bought my garters and my gloves, 

Wherevex beautjf shone ; 
When Ug LI N ESS was in asihop, 

I let that shop alon^. 

For beauty may be well compared, 

[ thinky unto a hook : 
Which, baited with a lady-^birdy 

Draws fishes from the brook* : 

Ellen was chaste as liew-fairn snow. 

And modest in ^her air ; . I 

Unlike some lasses, common knowa 

As is a B A R B E R 's chair« 

Of goocDy parents shd was born. 

But in disguise did rove* 
Because a Youth ta her was false—* 

She left her vale for love. 

Six yearsJshe pass'd in servitude. 

At last forgot the sigh; 
Her Lover/s image forc'd no more 

The pearl-drops from her eye. 

Vet many a month ^he ceas'd to smije* 

And droop'd the languid head ; - 
And many a bneiy walk she topk^ 

The secret tear to shed. 

* «< Ah I kappy bird^" she oft would sigh 
*' Amid tiie tuneful grovcs— 
*^ You bear no guile within your hearts, 

«• You break nt) vows of love. ." . 

*^ Alas, *^ iUaii alone deceives : ^ 

•' He wins the witless Heart ; 
*^ Then mcaniy treads it in the dust^ 

< * And criuxxiph^f ia his art/' 

Thu» 
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Thus in her soHtAry wa'.k 

Would Ellen say and sigh; 
And then %wett ditties she would sing. 

Of Maid Sy for love that die. 

For Sorrow listens with fond ear 

To Music's plaintive flow; 
Devours the sweetly-dying strain. 

And feeds on tales of woe. 

The Parish 'Sc^uxrb, thovgh wedded Hs 

Unto a Lady fair. 
Hath oftea at the Liorf stopp*d, 

On Ellen's charms to stare. 

For married eyes, if not well watch 'd. 

Are very apt to stray ; 
For which sgme ladies give their lorda^ 

A lesson night and day. 

And very property^ I wof j 

For eyes of married men 
Should only on one object lobki 

Wheicas they stare on ten* 

A married man should winkers wear. 

Like coach-horses and cart ; 
To rule the eyea, those squinting pimpt^ 

That oft seduce the heart. 

For so deprav'd our sex, l*ve knOwn 

A man deep read in books, . ., 

Who had a jewel of a wife,, * 

Yet kiss'd his greasy cogk^. 

And what did 'make it ten tiniea worse, 

T' increase his lady's woes ; 
He kept the bastards of those cooks 

All underneath her nose ; ' " -' • 

Who 
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Who if she dar'd to speak or vreep> 
He instantly wOul'd kick her ; 

And oft (to use a Devonshire phrase) 
The gentleman would Ikk her* 

Ahl Matrimony^ thou art like. • 

To Jeremiah's figs; . 
The good were very goody the had 

Too sour to give the pigs» , 

Now to fair Ellbn to return-^ 
The Parson of the parishy , 

Although his mouth was most devout, 
His eyes were oft vagarish. 

For oft on BoMiFACE he caird> 

The news to ask or tell ; 
Hoping his ale Was fresh and good^ 

And that his hogs were well. 

And was fair Ellen in the way* 

He catechis'd the Maid ; 
•* Hoping she always went to church* 

^ And like a christian pray'd,**' 

And gently would he squeeze her Mud. 

When nobody was near; 
And kindly pat her rosy cheek« 

With many a holy leer. 

And when the Parson took a draughty 

He did persuade the Lass 
To wet her lovely lips» and leave . 

A kiss within the. glass. 

For ev'n the gravest ofDiviitE*. 

To Beauty's empire yield; 
And spite of all their zea! and grace^ 

Old Nick hath won the field* 



Lo! 
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Lo! Bishop Kbfpb Libit the charm^ 

And waver ''d from his duty : 
Confit-oiing ocfce a nice young Maid^ 

He gave up G9D'f<k Beauty ; 

So press'd h^ head with amorous hand. 

When lo, two large black pins. 
That sUly lurk'd within her hair, 

AttaCk'd him for his:sias. 

'Deep in his flesh they urgM their way : 

When, starting, the Divinb 
Exclaimed «• G— d d-^mn the head I I think 

** The girl's z pOrisupine," 

Ol d Snu f f l b too, the Parish Clerk, 

Did sometimes call for ale ; ' 
And knew not (when the Maid was near) 

If mild it was, or stale* 

Of spectacles that rode his nose. 

He wink'd through each horn*d glass ; 

And goat-like, lick'd his watering lips. 
That long'd to bass the lass. 

Then o*er his Bible in the pew. 

Of pounds I would lay ten. 
Old Skujflb would much rather sayr 

O'er Ellen's lips, amen. 

The dullest eye can beauty see, 

'Tis lightning on the sight ; 
Indeed it is a general bait, 

The man, the fish, will Inte. 

Now B6HIFACE talked of Lord Rolle, • 

A Lord in fright so frisky ; 
Who made an old Dame* prisoner. 

And took away her whisky. 

' * Actually in I&iiand, where hisLordship performed prodigies 
ofyalour. ^^ 
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And eke on trav'lUng^ corpses seizM^ '. ' 

As fierce as any shark ; 
And buIUed like a thunder-storm 

I'he Parson ^nd the Cierk* . , i 



t 
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And now they talked c^Svkdky Schools^ 

Once deem'd a glorious thing ; 
PraisM and supported by the Gr^at, 

Admir'd by Queen and King, 

But now 'gainst Sunday schools^ alack». 

The great folk turn their faces ; 
For fear the Poor, by learning, should 

Grow wiser than their Graces, 

For no great man indeed can bear 

I'hat man of iow degree 
Should read and write, since that poor mam 

May be as wise as He, i 



\ 



There is a lofty Dame caiPd PuiDSy 

With corns upon her toes ; 
On which the mob is apt to tread. 

And vtTy oft, God knows. 

Now this high Dame companion is 
Of Lords, and Dukes, and Kings ; 

And Duchesses, and eke, of Queensi 
Indeed, and such like things. 

And lo ! she whispers to the Great 

To keep themselves aloof; 
Nay, crurh the poor like some sad worm 

Beneath a horse's hoof. 

And lo ! the Great her counsel t^^ke. 
And ears of poor fclks crap i , 

Nay, flog ihe pooi at times, poor souls ! 
As schoolboys flog a top. 



Now 



Now of a Princcsg sweet they talked, 

And pitied her hard fate ! 
« O Lord ! O Lord I" said Boniface, 

" Heav*n keep me from high stetc l" 

•* Poor Lady !*' Orson pitying said, 

<* I've seen her niany a time ; 
** And seen the Baby too with tears, 

«* And ask*d about her crime. 

** However people may inventj 

<< Whatever folks shall say, 
** I won't belicye — but think her still 

" A J£W£L flung away." 

*• Such sweetness never could offend— • 
" Then what's her guilt?" 1 cry'd ; 

*' But folks seemM all afraid to speak, 

** And shook the head, and sigh'd," , 

Then Ellen said, •' I would not be 
«* A Princess, for the world."— 

** Thou'rt more," quoth Orson, «« or may I 
« To Old Nick's house be huilM 1" 

<* Thou art a Queen," exclaims the youth; 

And for a kiss he starts— , 

« Whol I ?" rejoined th' astonish'd MAip— 

•* Yes, fAo«— the queen of hearts.^ ^ 



^ The Maid recciv'd the YourH'svsalute 
With such a modest air, 
As though from Mistress Stevenson's,* 
The Empress of Queen's square. 

Now, gentle Reader, with thy leave, 

I'll rest my tuneful tongue ; 
And shun of nijrhtingales the fate. 

Who die by too much song. ^ • 

* A lady who keeps a boarding-school. 

Vql. IV, Z CANTO 
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ND now they (alkM 6f good gteat meay 
Who by theif tfttiitftrisc; 
When Bishop Pantttus was the tl«rac;*— 
Cfreat, though of little size : 

Whoy though before the CHAKGELtOft. 

He humbly bore the mace. 
Did at the lau A mitre wear ; 

Such friends are Faith and Gracb. 

Now BoKif A€E did lottd exclaim. 

For wondVous proud was he : 
«« D'ye know th^t tbte same Bishop's wife 

<< Nq better was than me f 

** No better, though the lofty mfe 

" Of thiA most grand DivrKE! 
** Her father did an alehouse keep, 

^* No bitter, m3n> than mine! 

f« There Madawn Portexts, a young maid, 

»« Did draw the ale and beer ; 
•*^And drew good customers, 'tis eaid> 

«< Indeed from far and near. 

«< When Parsotr Porte w trudgM that way— ^ 
«« Now see how thiags tmay hap ! 

♦« And, sweatiiag, took » pint of jftwet 
*' From this young Maiden's tap. . 

*< Now Love within the pewter pot, 

** So wond'rotts is his art, 
t« Lurk'd sly, and as thePARsoK swill'd^ 

•* Slipp'd down into his JtcarU 
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** At once be gU>wM with fi»riouj( fldmfb 

** And ey'd the comely Shb ; 
*^ And very soon he squoea^'d her handt 

«( For wounded mnch wa^ He* 

• 

*^ Thus 9 when the linnet flies to drink 

*' To some feir crystal spring, 
^* By lim«*twigs quickly i« he caught* 

*^ And c«miot movf a wing* 

** Now soon 9A the young girl's Pa FA 

••The courtship did explore, 
** He took them by thi^ shoulders both, 

•• And shov'd th«m b^tb to dooc^ 

''As Adam ^nd bis dearest Ere 

•• Left Eden with a t^ar ; 
'• So PoaTBus with btM sweetheart lefl 

•• The tap-roona and tb^ beer. 

'< Forth wander'd tb^j in homaly pli^^ls 
** GrievM that th^Ar plan miacaiiwsd; 

** But soon in »pUe of poverty, 
<* The loring pair weri: married* 

** Nor proi)d is Misraiss Poaxaus now# 

•• Though lofty is her lot; 
«« For glad is she old friends to se^* , 

«• And e*< a pewtfir potp^* 

Thus endejcLBompACi ; apd now 

They talk'd of HANt(Ai{ Mors, 
Whose fahiethe Bishop's trumpet sounds^ 

That make^ a mighty roar, 

Then on each other they did iVink, 
Which thus might be translated ; ; 

Some^peiifph may a mitre w«ar> . . 
And yet be shQihw'pA^dt 

Z 2 Ana 
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Aiid«ow they prais'd the Bishop's eare» 

Who makes it all his pride 
Td seethe Clerct well behave. 

And on their Cures reside. 

For, lo ! the Bishop finds it hard 

Unto their Cures to pull 'em ; 
Tho' he, good man, for reasons wise. 

Doth seldom preach at Fulham, 

<* I fear some Bishop's are in fault, "^ 
Quoth Boniface, and sigh'd— 

** They are a proud and haughty set 
•• Too true," the youth replied. - 

* 

** Over poor'Cnrates' backs, alas, 

«* How. Jeh unlike they drive ! 
" And-, Lord ! how these old drones will suck 

« « The honey of the hive V 

• • • > 
Of Dame Religion now they talk'^d, 

Belw*d by each Divinb ; 

Who thinks their wealthy Patroness 

^AU in a deep decline. 

To Wiiig her back to health again. 

Of recipe* a score 
Good Doctor PorteOs jointly wrote 

With Parson Han !^ ah More, 

For, lo! the Dame with those great /bZ^ 
. Has always been in favour; 
For which they both for her would fight. 
And risk their all to, save her. 

Most grossly she was usM in France ; 

Most ctuelly, alack ! 
Her pockets pick'd, and her best clothes 

All pilfered from her back. 



The 
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The Frehjch ^wovc she a h«stard w^ 

Of some old caotiii^ Friar; 
And frem her chilctiiODd known to be 

A hypocrite and liar. 

Hcf rings thty robb'd, and di'raonds too ; . 

Her gold they stole by toss ; 
With which they shot find powder boughtf 

Swords, muskets, and greai guns* 

Not only this, indeed, was done 

By this same rabble rout ; 
They broke the bones of Saints, and ImV^ 

The Saikte^sss abomt. 

Such was their treatment by the mob. 

Such rage did Hell inspire ; 
If ^0/4, they coin'd them; and if wootfj 

They put them in the fir-e. 

Old jawbones of the sainted tribes. 

Old teethe old nails, old noses. 
Old toes, old shoes, that wonders workMy 

As every one supposes. 

"Old wigs, and night-caps, gowns, and rags, 

Spoon, trencher, knife and fork. 
Pap-spoon, and frying-pan, andspit^ 

That many a marvel work, 

^* Rsi<iG(Oii was a gentle maid,** 

Quoth Bokiface agen— 
<* In the year one; but since she's spoil *d 

** By wicked artfal men. 

I 

** T^e Bishops taught her to be proud. 
And heap of wealth a store ; 
To paint^.hqr cheeks, and wear the garb 
** Ofisome sad tawdry w ■ , 

ZS << I think 
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** I thibk she is too well dressM out 
** By ev'ry great Drvine.**— 

** Indeed,*' quoth OrsOn with a sigh, 
" I think she goes too fine/' 

Of Peter Pindar now they talk'd^ 
Who so (22i^'ne^ sings ; ... 

RenownM from pole to pole fot OoiUiV 
And complments to Kiu OS* 

Th^n, raptur'd, on his works they dwiok^ 
And on his high pretention ; 

Lamenting muc& he had not got ; ' 
yrom Majjbst Y a penf ioi^; 



\M 



Whik.PAR.iAsi T|ia, ^^ Piim to J^f^i^ 

Enloy'd their w.eal|jb and 8taAc,i . . 
While he, poor soul, didjaiaHe,WIF 9m^ 
Upon an empty plate^ , . . . 

On which they sagely did leni^rl^ 

That slight was Merit's, n^ed ; 
And that the Sun,* for one f^^^J^*^ 

Did foster many a wecd^^ , ^ . 



» '■ 



** I have his works,'' qvoth BoKiK4jB|Et 

** This moment in my house; 
•'Pray, Faamer, did yo^ ever rea4 > 

" Jtiis PoRM on a Loi;s&? 

** And Apple Dumplino^j audchoak'dSBESPj 

" The Pilgrims and the Peas; 
*« The BRiciC-KiLN, BREWHousfji . Parson 

YotJNG, ' \ ' 

" And Songs that Ladies please ?'* 

• * • •r . 

** This Great Man's Poems I have read; 

•* Yes, over. Sir, and over," 
Quoth Orson with a wink and smile . 
That pleasure did discover* 

"But 
J' 



1 
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«* But then/^said he, an4 gave a sfarug^ 
" So?ne Aldermen and SfAv'a 
Swore that his impudence is such, 
" It bristled' up their hair : 

'* Said that he grins too much at Court If 

•• A/id never would refrain ; 
•* And in respect of titled folk, 

•• Was wicked as Tom Payni. 

«* "XHiy calhl Klin evVy name that's bact 

••Turk, Infidel, and JeWj 
•• And waritcd, when they i>urnt his bopks, 

** To bum the Attthor too.^* 

'* li^Altnu^fiirMtDfiRMEw and MAir*i, 
•* To burri*io sweet a Sard!" 

^€lJP%»6Wfiici~-'* alas! alas! 
•• 'Twas very, very hard. 

^ The JoiTiCE too, I do suppose, 

** Did hate him from his mafrow ; 
•* Am i^\h as much good-will would shoot 

•• The Poet 9^ a sparrow. 

** I'!ibpc this wond'rous man of verse 

" Is stcelM with resolution ; 
** As virtuous people, in all times, ^ 

" Have suffered persecution.'* 

And now they talked of one George Rose, 

Who, born in low estate. 
Did mount to worship and to wealth-— 

So very blind is Fate. 

Of GBdRGE*s Mother then they talk'd. 

Her hut, and dirty geer; 
And said that George allowed his Dam 

But thirty pounds a year. 

Poor 
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Poor Crow B, wko swor^ %\9 woal4 have more. 

Or, lo ! hU pride to stiiig» 
She'd run to London in her rags. 

And show them to the Ki»q. 

But OtoRCf dfefiketh mmh to hear 

About his Scottish home ; 
Thus scabby h^ds, the proverb layft 

For ever hate a cpmt^. 

And now of Hawiesbu&y they ta|k*d 

Who wrote in Mags for hire ; 
Whose works, till in the chimney pot^ 
Ne'er felt one spark of fire. 

Of taxes now they tatk'd, and car8*4 

The Emperor operand o'er; 
And then on PAUt* they pour'4 some gaU, 

And very loudly swore* 

•« The Gams Laws loo/' quoth Bo}«iVACf> 

•' Provoke me to tlie quick ; 
*' We must not knock a pheasant down, 

** Although 'tis with a stick. 

" Curse on the Justices,^ the thieves, 

^' That send a man to jail, 
** For touching, with an inch of gun* 

** A partridge or a quail: 

*' Who threat my Uccjicq too to take, 
** And ding, and hulF, and vapour, 

** Because I won't be hmmi*dx and buy 
« George Rose's stopid Papk^!"* 

* JVhich of the two Papeis is meant by Bdnivacf, wt cannot 
asceitain; as the Sun was accustomed to lick v>p the Uvuxngt of the 
poor dead or dyin^ Tnui Briton, and disgorge for the benefit oi 
the Public; either of those Nowspapers, therefore, may be allud- 
ed to by the Landlord) as their respective merits are rather beneath 
the dignity o/critkim. We must say, indeed, that every exertion 

has 
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Now talkM they of thh Princbsses 

Elizabeth and Mart, 
Whose taste in all the polished arts 

Is most extraordinary. 

Then of the sweetness of their looks. 

Their mannei;s all so mild ; 
That win, where'er they pass, the heart 

Of man, and maid, and child. 

And let me also join my praise. 

Before I further sing ; 
The M(^SB with rapture of^ hath mark'd 

The daughters of the Kimo. 
• 
And if A^r. voice could pour a strain. 

To yield their hearts delight ; 
Lo J >aH Parnassus with their nan^eii 

Should ring from motn to night. 



N. 



CANTO IV. 



OW Nb CRESS Night came solemn dowm 
To put to roost the fowls ; 
To bid her bats a hunting go. 
And likewise alt her owls* 

has been made, particularly by the Post-Offick, to cram their 
trash down the thtoats of the nauseating People of England. 
A newspaper is made the test of our pntitical principles.— >Is the 
Morning Post, or theCou&iEB,orthe Morning CHROfnicLs 
called for, tjte man is branded with the odious name o£yacobiiu 
Yet who reads of a defeat in these Ministerial hirelings ? Paeans 
aie-for ever sun^ : British Counts neither decrease nor fade— -all 
alive and blooming! Victory attends the chafiot of every 
British Mars-^ind the/oofs cap which the conquering and cc>n- 
temptuous enerhy now and then clapped on the heads of som6 
of our Generals^ has been, by the hocuspoom of a misKpieseuting 
newspaper, converted into a tbivmfbal ceown* 

And 
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I 

And eke she op'd the dreary tombs, | 

T* enjoy her spectre races ; 
- Unlocking Ghosts, to frighten folk 

With shrouds and naealy faces. I 

AdA now amid the hags and owls,, ) 

And gliding spectres pale. 
Mute SILENCE, with her feet in felt. 

Did stalk J&ova vale to val^. 

The birds their thatch and bushes sought. 

Forsaking trees and springs. 
To hide thiir slumberin^: heads beneath 

Those downy quilts, their wings. 

Now D A R K N ESS, with her pinions bluok^ 

All waving wide outspread, 
Mov'd solemn, \and with Horror joinM, 

Did wrap tbttworlii in ihadet 

Now THBrr aod Mvkpbk sly ftok forth 

From caves of Dread and Death, 
In quest of damned deeds > to roam 

The wild and spectred heath ; 

•* 

To meet some WandbrbIk of the shade. 

And make his life their food ; 
To seize his throat with rufHan grasp. 

And plunge their knives in blood. 

And now amid the London streets, 

poor outcasts from their home, 
The female bands, ah I lost to tame, 

(Sweet Beauty's wrecks I) did roam* 

For these f let Pity heave the sigh, • 

And Prudence stay her rage; 
And rather curse seducing /n'm^jt, 

The G— FF— Ds of tb« age : 

Who 
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Who prowl where Innocemcb appears^ 

And watch for Bsauty's smile; 
To tear the rose-bud from its bcd^ 

Then stamp it in the soil. 

Now artfully, with rueful face, 
. Did Orson, cunning spark. 
Step to the door, and cry, *' It rains—* 
** And, Lord ! how dismal dark! 

<< And then the wind it is so high, 

** That J can scarcely stand ; 
'< And then the sky's like murder black, 

** 1 cannot see my hand." 

^* Sleep here, my friend," the Landlord said : 

•' A bed, but not of £ocks, 
*' h thine — of feathers nice and soft, 

'* Pick'd all frcMA hens and cocks. 

<* Fine too the sheets— like lilies white> 

•* And warm too is the rug ; 
*^ And trust roe that it has not got 

** A single flea or bag. 

*• A little supper we will have ; 

'^ And, if I'm not mistaken, 
•* Thou likest nieat-^now whit dost say, 

*< My friend, to eggs and bacon ?" 

To which the sniilinc; Yoittk reply'd, 

"I'm vastly fond ofhog ; 
** And when 'tis fry'd with eggs, I vow 

** 1 know no prettier prog." 

Now Ell BIT, with a knife so keen. 

To slice the Aesh began ; 
And then she broke twelve new-laid eggs^ 

And put them in the pan* 

But 
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But growing waim ags^inst the hog# 

The eggs unpleasant t/iM/*er'rf; 
While, waxing hotter *oainst ihe cggs» 

The hog with fury sputter' d» 

Alas! h"w much like man and wife! 

W hat pity such thing? be ! , 

Who at each other fiercely spit, 

And often disagree. 

The eggs and bacon soon were fry*d, 

And plac'd upon the table ; 
When Orson and the Landlord eat 

As much as they were able. 

And now the merry mug went round. 

And many a tale they told ; 
And many a wanton joke they crack d. 

Some new, and others old. 

While Elien, busy at her work, 

Seem'd not one word to hear ; 
But not a serious word or joke 

Escap'd the Maiden's ear. 

For where is she, the Maid, I wot, . 

*Mongst high or humble folk, , 

That Uketh not a merry tale, 

Nor yet a wanton joke ! 

Now Boniface to Orson said, 

" As we uo longer munch, ^ 
" Suppose, my friend, with this^our ale, 

«' We take a giass of punch?" 
*■ . •' 

To which the Youth did answer make, 

•« Dear friend with all my heart ; 
«« And Eli £n shall the lemons st^ueezc, 

And likewise take a pai t. 

<• And 
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*< And Ellih too with «« shall ^tv 

<< And take her cheerfal gla«9 ; 
«♦ For what is meat, and drink* and life 

*< Without ai charming lassB.'* 

Now Ex. L E ^ did the lemons squeeze. 

The sugar put, and rum in ; 
And made what e'en a King would call 

A bowl of liquor humming* 

•'.Lawdloiid," quoth Orson, ** with your IcaTtf 

^* And Ellen^s toOf I mean, 
<* I'll take a kiss from her nice lips, 

•' That would adorn a Queen/* 

•• Aye," cryM the Landlord, «* kiss her, maa^ 

«* She's sweeter than the rose; 
*• A kis9*can do no mighty harm ; 

«• So, Girl, hold up thy nose.'* 

Then from those cherries of delight 

He kisses took a score ; 
Aad, but for decency, the rogue 

Had ravish' d twenty more. 

For kisses are ^he food of love. 

Well known ia every nation ; 
And ^ucb a dainty dish, indeed. 

Will ne'er be out of fashion. 

And ladies lips the out^works I 
s To ladies hearts may call ; 
Soon as X\^ first are storm'd, the Icu^ 
Most nat'rally will fall. 

** Nmy sing a 5ong,*' said B0NIFACB9 
** Thy best, and do not grudge it." 

** Yes, that I will," the Youth reply*d» 
" Tvc many in my budget/* 

Vot. IV, A a Then 



Then Orson, op 'd his throat, and saag, 
fioth loud^ and sweet, and ctear, 

jA 5ong that much the Landlord charmM, 
,And caught Mt Ehe n *» ear. 
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flONG, 

m Y O E S O K« 

ff OWN I am fickle: to Phillida's ear 

I first told the story of Love ; 
.JKiss*d her hand, pre9s*d her lip with what ardour 
sincere! 

And declar'd that I never would tort. 

But my sighs were scarce breath'd when CsLoe 
tripp'd by : 

The Nymph was no longer my boast; * 

From Phii.lida's beauty. away went the sigh. 

And my heart to sweet Chlob was lost* 

Could I dream of a change, when Chloik was mine? 

** No, no," 1 a thousand times swoic ; 
** My heart cannot rove from a gir! so divine ; 

•* No, no, it will wander no more.*"* 

But Fate, who delighted to laugh at theSwAiK^ 

Presented a damsel more fair ; 
My heart ! the sad rogue, tum'd inconstant again. 

And sigh*d to Corinna his pray'r. 

With'CoRiKNA T swore, '^ Ev'ry hour inuj/be blestf 
*' These eyes shall no other pursue ; " , 

When agen, to alarm with new tumults my breatt, 
Thou; Sylvia, beam'st full on roy view. * 

B4lt 
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But, SrLViA» Vm sure thou hast noAzng to fear. 
That my heart for another can pint ; 

Sinoe, to make it a traitor, a Giul must appear 
Whose beauty is equal to thine* 



** Vow sing thy song/*' the lark^lilce YouTif 

l^o BoNiFACK did aay J , 
When BoNiFAC^ most loudly sung 
, This merry roundelay. / 

m '4 

SONG; 

N. 

»T BO Kir ACS* 

TOPER, drink and help the hoase^ 

Drink to every honest ifellow ; 
Life was never worth's louse 

To the man who ne'er was mellow; 

How it sparkles I here it goes ! 

Ale can make a blockhead shine ; 
Toper, torch-like may thy nose 
' Light thy face up, just like mine I 

See old Sox» I like his notion, 

With his whiskers all so red; 
Sipping, drinking from the oceans 

Booking till b« g<ieB to bed. 

Yet poor beverage to regale ! " 

Simple ituff io help his race- 
Could he turn the sea to ale, 

How 'twould make him mend his pace ! 



Aa« Now 
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Now Bo flic ACE to Ellin saicU 

" Now for thy roundelay;" 
The Damsel blush'd, and hemm'd, and bloshM, 

And then Hhe song away. 



SONG, 

ST ELLfeN. 



ADIEU to the grotto and glade t 

Adieu to the song of the ^rove ! 
Since Colin is gone from the shade, 

Adieu to the valley of Love ! 

lA' hen a g^land he wpvc for my hair. 
When he gave me his hand at the stile. 

How buxom and sweet was the air! 

How the fields were all cloath'd with a smtle t 

But Nator^ seems cbangM to my mindr». 

The fields arc all dark on my eye ; 
£ach song is a dirge on the. wind. 

And the fiowers seem all drooping to dJci 

An alone must I wander at morn, 

And lonely at eve a poor ghost ; 
While each object around me forlorn ^ 

Will pity the peace I have lost. 

Then ask me not, virgins, fo stey ; 

With a sigh seems the zephyr to blow; 
And the runlet that murmurs aw^y, 

To wind with a murnrur of woe. 

O ye virgins ! O shepherds ! farewell ! 

I wander in secret to pine ; , ~, 
May content be the guest oi your cell. 

Who has long been ia stranger to mine! 



The 
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The Youth upon htr tuneful lips 

Did full of rapture glote ; 
And seem'd so pleas'd as though he could 
Have gallop'd down her throat. 

He look'd and sigh'd« and sigh'd and look'd 

With longing wishful eye ; 
And felt his heart all fluttering beat^ 

And guess* d the reason why. . 

For who can see the lovely Maid, 

And feel not sweet desire ? 
With him may Life's fair prospects fade. 
And Hope itself expire ! 

The Clock, the crycr shrill of time. 

That tick'd behind the door. 
Now with his hatpmer struck the bell 

Twelve times,, and lo I no more. 

* ■• 

A 

And now Wnt fire wa^ all put out, * 

Which BoNt FACE did water;* 
For fear a spark might l>ttrn the house. 

And make a serious matter ! 

For fire, permillSPonce to rule, 

Consumeth all it handles ; 
Ev'n from the palaces 6f kings, 

Down to a pound of caMles. 

The cat amid the ashes purrM,, 

(For purs to cats belong;) » 
While chimney-minstrels, cr/cAre/i cali'd. 

Did join Grimalkin's song, 

O gentle Crickets, to your airs 
. I've listen'd o'er and o'er, 
O lucky Imps, where'er ye dwell. 
That bouse is never poor. 

AaS Old 
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Old TowzER too lay stretched ^fongti 

And yelping much did keep ; 
And vrith his trembling joints did ^bate 

'i he rabbits in Jxis sleep ; 

Ea^er be «eem*d to hunt indfted 

The nibblers to their hoks : 
Thus dogs can dream like gentlme^ 

Although they have xio soals. 

Now BoNirACE said, *« Sir, goodnight/' 

And shook young Oasow's fiit, 
•< Good night/' agen yonng OrsoU said. 

And then he £llj!M kissed ; 

And on her pouting lip he left 

A thousand wanton wishes : 
•« Good night/' quoth he, « fair Maid, whose cyc» 

Eclipse thy pewter dishes/* 

Yes, 'twas a kiss ! — a kiss indeed \ 

A very wanton kiss ; 
Which secm'd upon her mouth to say, 

I long for higher bliss. 






'i 



CANTO V. 
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OW all was nwite as death, and still. 
As still as any mouse ; 
Save' the red nose of Bonitace, 
That echo'd through the hoa$e. 

Lo, noses are on -varioufi scales. 
Some long, and others short ; 

Those silent letting in the air. 
While those as loudly snorts 



Now 
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Now all, I say, was AzeA, exceitt 

Old Boniface's nose; 
When OftsoN, softly, left bis bed-*- 

With keen desires he rose. 

For youth and health too oft, ahs ! 

A lawless love suggest : 
His pulse beat high and quick, his heart 

Did bump against his breast. 

Now Oft sow, soft as moasing cats. 

To Ellen's room did steal; 
All In his shirt he stole, and found 

His mouse— a lovely nieaK . 

Much like a gliding ghost he look'd^ 

That nightly mortal scares ; 
Or pars6n, with his surplice on, 

Beginning to say prayers. 

Miss Moon, as though on purpose, -rose, 

Resolv'd to make him blest ; 
And through the casement bright did shine 

On Eli. EN and her nest. 

Her bosom, like the lily fair. 

Within her linen white, 
Heav'd up and down like geiltk waves 

Amid^he silvcr'd night. 

Her cheek was like the rose in dew ! 

Her lip with moisture glow'd ; 
And o*cr her iv*ry h«ck her l^it 

In ringlets easy flowed* 

Calm as the cradled m^nt^B breathy 

Her breath the Damsel drew; 
While dreams unto her sleeping eye 

Presented s\«iaiii& to view. 



Through 
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Through country scenes she seem'd to walk/ 

And now she crosa'd a stile i- 
And to her Lover strctcb'd her band. 

And gave it with a smile | 

When suddenly she drew it b^ck, • 
And wak'd with dread and fear; 

And cry'd, in sweet astonish'd tone, 
*• O gemini ! what's here?'^ 

•' My dearest Girl^*' then Orson said. 

And clasp'd her in his arms ; 
«• No harm, my Love," and then he c|aip'dy 

And clasp'd agen her charms. 

-And then she lost her strength, poor Maid ; 

Her struggles soon were o'er ; 
Her voice too, sinking, died, and Icr, 
She word spake never more ! 



Hiatus maxM deflendus 



• • • • • 



Thus TxRquiN stole, in dead of night. 

To fair Lucretia's arms; 
And, to her vast astonishment. 

Did rifle, all her charms. 

In vain the struggling Dame prefe;rM 

Her chastity to death ; 
The Tyrant still rush'd on, and, ictjf 

With kisses stopp'd her breath. 

What Virtue well could do, she did 

Amid this wild lpve> storm ; 
But sweet Temptation sweli'd his lust. 

For BtJiVtY atamp'd ker form. 

Thus was Lucretia's lustre lost. 

The Dame indeed undone > 
And thus, a simile to use, ^ 

A chud cclips'd the swu 



Yu 
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Vet Beauty is a 'witcbing thing, 

A nd mocks the wisest pUn ^ 
The PAfiil»io'W5, Irt^ wiUl horses to^, • 

That gallop off with man. 

Man is a cock-boat in a ^orm. 

When OcEAM makes a pudder ; 
TossM like a cockle-shi^ll about, 
<■ That cannot rait its rudder. 

But soon Adult Eiiv* shall die. 

For soon the law begins ; 
And Fornication too, 'tis hopM^ 

Will suffer for her sins. 

And MoDfsTY, a bamsh'dlass, 

Despise<l by nine in ten. 
Shall leave her flocks and huinbk vale, 

To visit courts agaiii. 

Now to fairELLEW to return. 

Who now set up in bed. 
And, siting swefet, on Or so M*s breast 

Did lean her blushing head:—* 

-*• O cruel, cruel, cruel Youth,'* 

The gentle Kllsh cry'd ; 
** My virgin rreasi>res ere you fobb*d, 

** I wish that 1 haiVdy'd. 

*< Ah! to what SwKETHEART CRn I«ay> 

** Should I e'er chance to wed, 
«* 1 come unspotted to iby arms, 

** A virgin to thy bed f ' 



• Here I reckoned without mine host, Loud Auckland's /momj- 
endcavours having miscarried. The Bishops, however, full of 
zeal and good works, since the expulsion of the sacred Order 
from France, still vov vengeance on /toriru. 

- y «Can 
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«• Can I, with guilt within my hearty 

•* To his caresses turn ; 
** Receiye his love who thinks mepurc, 

** And kin for kiss return ?. 

♦' Avaunt, Deception f come, Dbs fair ! 

*• My innocence is gone I 
♦* And thou, njy Spoiler, leave to tears 

** And sighs a v^ retch undone* - 

•* O ! had .the Youth that once 1 lov'd 
** Within these arm* been prcst ; 

•* Then should I have no cause to mourr^, 
** For then had Ibcen blest. 

** O dearest Youth! farewell, • farewell f 
*• Ah! woe, ah ! woe is me! 

•' I never how can be thy biidcy 
•• And far am 1 from theef'* 

Now tears did trickle down her check-?- 
'* Adieu/*> quoth she, " adieu; . 

** Though tflou inconstant was to mc, 
•• To thee I prov'd most trtic*'" 



jf 



Then Orsow said, *^ What Youra is thijf, 
*« For whom thou sighest now ?'* 

'• A Youth,** said she ♦• who lives afar, 
•' Who love to me did vow. ' 

•« But ijches forced mc from bis arms, 

*« And fncn do wealth adore ; 
** And thus he left my heart to pine, 

*• For I was very poor, 

** A Damsel richer far than me 

•* Did win his heart away ; 
♦< At which I left my native vale, 

*» For there I could not stay. 



M. 



Far 



«* .For who can bear the scoffs and jeers, 

" That bitter flow like gall ? 
«• So, when 1 lost my Sweetheart's love, 

*' Alas ! I lest my all* 

^* Yet was I pure^ unlike the girls 

** Who, long before they wed, 
«« Subtriittbg -to a LoveR s ptay'r^ 

♦• Consent to go to bed, 

*' Where now he it, God only knows: 

*« Five years it is, and more, 
•• That here in Hampshire 1 have dwelt, 

" And here ray iove. deplore. 

** Methought that when the mug of heer 

** This very night 1 drew, 
** The Youth 1 fondly thought hiyown^ 

•* Did much resemble ^o«. 

^* Did Orson know but half my soul, 

*• He sure would pity give ; 
** Bot I am ruin M now, alasl 

** And am not fit to live.'* 

" My Ellen sweet," the Youth reply'd. 
And hugg'd her to his heart ; ^ 

" Behold the Orson thou hast lost, 
** And we will never part. 

** T am not married — no, my dear,— 

** To wed f now am free; 
** And I have search'd half England thft)ugh, 

" Again to look on thet. 

" But thou wer't gone the Lord knows where, ' 

** And wer't not to be found ; 
<* But all the neighbours said with sighs, 

^* That surely thou wer't drown'd." 

•^ O Or^n 



276 ORSOM ^KD ILLBH* '. 

" O OasON dear ! (the Maid rcplj'd) 
•* And am 1 in thine arms ?"— 

*• Thou art, thou art !" rejoin'd the Youth, 
And closely press*d her charms. 

«« How ivas't I knew thee not ? V quoth sh 

Quoth he, '* L wasn't so big; 
** For noiv thou seest 1 wear my haur, 

•* And then 1 wore a wig*** 



** Ah meJ I recollect/' she said, 

" Full well thy natty bob; 
** And then I only wore my hair, 

•* But since I've worn a mob," 

« AhL Ellen," cry'd the rapturM Youth^ 1 

•• The reason now is plain ; 
^* The mob and ribbon were the cause 

*• i knew thee not again,*' 

Now in each other's warm embrace, 
' They kiss'd with fond delight : 
For, lo, the greatest bliss on eaith 
Is Love's delicious rite I 

Now MoaNiNO pecp'd upon the house; 

And now, with cheerful ray, 
Upon the window blaz*d the Bun, 

And all the world was gay. 

The chirping sparrows came in flocks. 

And linnets with a tune. 
And round the house m gambols flew, 

To hail the honeymoon. 

The wrens delii^hted cock'd their tails. 

And t witter 'd many an air ; 
And robins trilling, through the panes 

PeepM in upon the pair* 

The 
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. The cocks and hens displayed their flames ; 

And ev'ry duck and drake> 
And goose and gander, on the mora 
Did love delicioas make : 

And eke the pigeons, birds of love^ 
Did wanton on the thatch ; 
. And coo*d and biU'd, and flapped their wings» 
In honour of the match^ 

And lo ! as though they knew th* affidr. 

All frisky was the lamba ; 
And dancing, full of life, the ews \ 

Made merry with the rams. ^ 

: And now of love they took their fill. 
Nor for the Parson tarried ; 
But \ot next day they went to churchy 
And decently were married* 






Vol. IV. Bb NEW 



NEW-OLD BALLADS. 



^_^^f^Ma!i,ll J ..* 1 ^-j .'ii"- V'ff-i; ■■■..■■ — ■ ■■.. ■^.■*"x„.-'!-y .li 



Bb 2 



ADT£R< 



I ' 



ADVERTISEMENT TO THE READER. 



Jt HE following Ballad were composed several years ago^ 
in imitation qf Authors of the Reigns <f Har&v the 
Eighth, Elizabeth, a:ni Zkvl^s^ aitA sent to some of 
ny literary friends as innocent deceptions* 

V. P. 
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Written ^eQu££N Elizabeth, during her Imprisonment 

at Woodstock, 



f JOL H ! woe is mcc, who sighc forlorae, 

Sithe woe has fixed depe his thorne 

! In thys poor harte! 

The milkmaids songe when mome doeth smyle^ 
And Phebus gildeth ficlde and style. 
Doth grecfe emparte. 

I envy birdes that cleave the skye : 
Ye live in freedom, imps ! I sighe, 

.Then droppe a teare : 
An eke I cast an envious looke 
Upon the little babbling brookc • 

That runneth neare. 

>, Like the swete brook I wish to flee 

From ficlde to fielde in merry glee ; 
But my poore harte doth pant in vayne 
To join the mllkmayde on the plainer 

Who seems so blest ! 
Dispayre approaches, and thus cryes : 
** To Freedom cease to turn thy eyes, 

« Sith Tm thy guest." 
O drear companion ! ah, most dreac! 
Whose voice is horror to mine ear ! 



BbS' TO 
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TO THE GLASS. 



G, 



IVE me the glasse that felt her lippc. 
And happy^ happy shaU I sippe: 
And when is ded the dajntie wyne^ 
Something remaineth still divyne. . 

Heaven's dews that on the flower doe falle» 
Make them to smyle and fayre withal ; 
And thus the dewe of her sweet kisse * 
Doth bathe my heart with balmy blisse : 

But dewes to vapoure fly awayc. 
While her rich fragrance lasts for aye« 



J.D, 



TO THE DAISIE. 



O MODEST flower ! thou tellest of the Springe I 
' Welcome unto this little fieldo of myne t 
With joy I see thee from the green earth springe. 
And smiling in thy silvery vesture shine ! 

Ah ! nought disturbeth thy fayre tender frame ; 

Zephyrus kisseth thee, and tastes thy sweet : 
Thou dost not chide the wanton rogue-^no blame^ 

Nor biddest him sighe lowly at thy feet. 

Agayne he whispereth love ; and now agayne 
He tasteth of thy honey'd leaves, and sighs ! 
And though he wantons, thou dost not complayne ; 
Thy little showy bosom nought denies* 
# 

O gcntlo 
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O gentle Daisie ! speak to her I love 

When she doth come, and casteth looks on thee; 
Fcnuade her my pure passion to approve. 

And not with coldness from her shepheard flee : 

But imitate thy ways, and learn thy smyle. 
When I, like Z^phynis, doe press her cheke ; 

Then may no tempest rude thy form defyle, 
And of thy snowy beauties make a wreck ! 



A PRAISE OF FATRE GERALDINE, 

BY LORD SURREY. 



I 



SIGHE moumfulle for Geraldine, 
For lovelie Geraldinb I playne; 
And oft I wish her harte .was mine ; 

But vaine are sighes, and teares are vainc* 

But she perchaunce mote cruel be. 
And slighten of Cupid the bande. 

Because she may not fynde a he 
That meriteth her lilied hande. 

Ah me ! sith none but such may wooe. 
And turn to hef with hope his eyes ; 

Far hence fayre Geraldinb must goc. 
And seek a lover in the skyes. 



3sa 



ballade 
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BALLADE OF LOVE. 



Ti 



HOU art the loadsterre of my love, ^ 
Which love doth many tempests fynde; 
But thou canst all the stormes remove. 
And whisper calme unto my mynde* 
Thy balme breathe can Hlle the sayle. 
And bless me with a prosperous gale. 

But, no— for this I may not hope ; 

On rocks thou doomcst me to mournc : 
My vessel without maste or rope. 

All on the black rock piece- meal torne : 
And there 1 wis without a sighe, . 

Thou lettest my poor vessel lye. 

« 
But if thy smile would fix on me, 

A safe porte then my shippe may fynde; 
Then Phoebus' beams break out, I see. 

And leave the tossing waves behinde. ' 
With jocund heart then I do prove. 
Thou art the loadsterre of my lovc» 



9 



BALLADE OF GRIEF. 

X KNOW not joy, when far from thee. 
For thou art all the world to me : 

Then come away. 
Though thou art farre, yet Love's swift dartc. 
For ever flying, wounds my hearte, 

i rom day to day. 

J 8cek« to slepc away the hours. 
But thy image my calmc dcvoursj 

. " And 



•l ^ 



And keeps me waking : 
^ And when, alack ! I close myne eye, 
I gtarte, and with keene anguish sighe, 
** Tk&urt me forsaking !^^ 

Then conoe, fayre Mayde, aiid with thee bringc 
In thy twin cheeks the blossomed Springe, 

And Sommer's gold 
In thy twin eyes, that I may find 
The Sommer s beam within my mind. 

Not Winter's cold. 



THE PETITION OF THE LOVEI^^ 

-^jlH ! 'say not ** No," unto my prayer. 

For I have loved tliee full long ; 
To these twin eyes thou art mo^ fayre. 

Surpassing praise of sweetest song. 
Then say not *• No'* unto my prayer, 
Bttt be so kynde as thou art fayre. 

Why art thou with rare beauty West } 
Only to bless mankynde, 1 wiss; 

Not for to robbe the harte of rest. 
But fill it with a sea of blisse. 

Then say not '* No" unto my prayer, 

But be so kynde as thou art fayre. ' 

The sunne was made to warm the harte. 
And plenty make, and kepe ofF blite ; 

So should thy beauty's suBn« give birthe 
To our souls harvest of delyte. 

Then say not " No'* unto my prayer, 

Bttt be so kynde as thou art fayre. 



ON 
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I 
ox AN INCONSTANT. 1 

X HOSE peerless lips are both forswomc ; j 

Those lips that roses blooms adorn, I 

Ah, too deceiving fajrre ! 
I thought no guile upon thy tongue, 
1 thought that mouth could say no wrong. 

Nor lay for hearts a snare. 

But now I see thy vaine, vaine mind. 
And now thy cruelty I find 

That taketh pride in woe ; 
In every sigh thy guile I hear. 
And see my wrongs in ev*ry tear 

Which borrow hids to flow» 

Where'er I go, I hear thy name. 

And hear fierce Anger cry out "Shame!" 

On beauty so renown M, 
Know, beauty was designed for joy. 
Which thou dost so cruelly employ 

To give tb« world a wound* 



THE LOVER^s PITYE. 



M 



Y lute, who makedst sweetest sound. 
Awake thee now, alack! to play ne;- 

Sith my poore harte doth feel a wound^ 
And never may rejoice again ! 

Oh, let thy sounds with my sighs flow. 

For her who lies in deth below ! 

O lute ! how jocund was thy voice 
When she did make thy chords rejoice. 



Whca 
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When roses blushed on her chee}c ! 
But now that she in deth lies pale. 
Thy voice must tell a doleful tale. 

And every harte with sorrow breake ! . 

My lute, thou must no more be gladde. 
But tune to dying straines and sadde. 

And think no more ofjouissancc. 
Griefe openeth of myne eyes the springes. 
And oft my tearcs will wet thy stringes. 

And make thee moume our dread mischance. 
Then list to me, my favourite lute- 
Be sadde, or lye for ever mute ! 



TO A FLY, 

BY THE PRINCBSS ELIZABETH, IN PRISON. 



T 



HOU little animal, I wiss. 
Thou seemest me a child of bliss. 
And runnest, ficest here and there 
Withoute a pang, and eke a tear ; 
While, borne to thinke of scepters, "I 
Do envy thee, thou little Fly ! 

Fortune doth make smajl giftes to me. 
But what is mine I give to thee : 
The bread, the wine upon my boarde, 
I yield to thee with much accorde. 
Come when thou list, and to thy myndc 
Thou something to thy taste shalt fynde. 

Though gladde thou friskest to. and fro. 
Thy life, poor worme, is shorte, 1 know : 
A little while thy legs outspread, 
I see thee on the table ded ; 
And, while thou art at peace, I wail, 
And think on thy life's little talc. 
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But wliile thou canm my' crumbs enjoy» 
Thou here may hum without^ anrwy; 
Bumie here and th^re, and spread thy. wing. 
And with thy own companions sing; 
' Though man be cruel unto me; 
My hand «ball give dclytc to thee. 



ON THE FAYRE GERALD YNE. 

vTOE, Muse, to Hcnsdon, and espyc 
What giveth to mync harte a sighe; 
And yet to every other harte 
Brigkt fioodes of joyance doeth emparte. 

There may thou see a sunne that cloude 
Didde never yet with darkness shroude; 
And straunge, no mortals on that sunnc 
Withouten hurte may looke uponne. 

Now, Ladye Muse, should it be sOf 
Thou doest not this my loadsterre know^f 
Goc unto'HuNSDON, caste thyne eien 
On all the world's fayre GbraldynA. 



THE BRENNED MOTH. 

A BALLADB* 

XjLH ! silly Moth, what hast thou done? 
To such mishap why didst thou runne ? 
Brent \>e thy legges, and eke thy wings, 
Ai^d fate doth pierce thee with ais a^ting84 



What 
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What folly could thy mynde perswade 
To leave thy fields of dew and shade. 
Where glow-worms light with lanterns sheen 
The little elvts that praunce the green ? 

There mightest thou on pennons light 
Enjoy the silence of mute nighte. 
And flicker hill and vale around, 
Withoute a foe — withoute a wound. 

Poor fly ! — but why thy folly blame? 
We, wiser mortals, act the same ! 
On mad ambitious fires we gaze. 
And, doating, perish in the blaze. 



WrATT 

TO BRYAN, FROM HIS PRISON. 



T, 



H E summer of my hope is ded, 
Whyche made my daies so passing fayres 
Now Hope no more may lift her bed. 
Sore chilled by wyntcr of despayre. 

But, Bryan, my dark prison doorc 

Doeth boast of lyght when thou dost come ; 

Syth Frendshipp's sun hath beames a store^ 
To make a palace of a tombe. 

Then come and Frendshipp's bcame y sprcd* 
And rU forget that Hope is ded. 



SB 
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WYATT 

TO rOINS, IK rKAISE OF LIBBRTT. 



T, 



O crawle in courtes is bondage harde ! 
For who y chooseth chain es 1 wot ? 
Yet some, for pleasures of rewarde, 
Wi flatter-i— and blow colde and hot. 

But Liberty will I emplore. 
Though Poverty knock at my doore. 

What be our wants ? — some thinges, not alL 
Contentment lietfa not in heaps ; 

Who hath a little field, though small. 
It grete is, if enough he reaps. 

Then Liberty will I emplore. 
Though Poverty knock* at my doore. 



SIR T. WYATT. 



Retired to the Country, to Ahlingt'ow, v^kM hi pa^4 
a itfe of tranquility : he despised HARRVlAe Eighth's 
Court. — Wyatt boasis of his lihefty, 

J? HEE am T nowe — T coartes do follow not. 

But myne own pleasure dayly 1 persue ; 
I ask aboute no courtier* — no, God wot, 

Sith I to coujtes have bidden longe adieu : 
For when at Courtes, on hands and knees they crawl, 
t,ikc whipped dogs, and be for aye inthrall. 

Whctt 
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Wlicn morne doth glister,, oft bay te I myne hook, 
Avn\ forthe I go the rivers bankc bcsydc ; 

And there 1 privilyc do seaxche the brooke. 
And trye if fish unneath the surface glyde* 

And oftci^dd I bring them to the lande. 

And then unbooke them with a happy hande.^ 

She whoarnc 1 love doth sumfime sfraye, 

And sees me dragsje the pris'ner from the floude*; 

And that it is most cruclle, she doth saye, 
'Jo spille of little 6she the harmlesse bloode. 

/* Echc little fish," she telleth with a tcare, 

** Which thou dost kille, perchaunce hath got his dac*"" 

An^ of^ she pulleth a fish from my faande. 
And putteth him agayne into the brooke; 

Sayinge, •♦ Gof iishe, thyne liberty commande,, 
« * A nd learne t^avoide, poore foole, th^ &y den hooke.*^ 

And then she smylinge doth a moral fynde. 

And lykeneth fishe betray'd to woman-kynde* 



A BALLADE OF PRAYER^ 

£y Sir James MehdlU* 



AidrmKd to Quibn Elizabeth, on his presuming i9 

liHen privately to Her Majesty while the 

flaj^d on the FirginaU. 



BBtlTEHKD lY LORD HUNSDOK. 

Vy H ! in your gracious goodncssc deigne 
To pardon mec, most mighty Queen, 

Who dared ( not to be forgeven ) 

To hcarc on crth the songcs of heaven 1 

C c 2 I «trofc" 
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I strofb to fiyc from soche swtit sounde. 
But naiPd was I unto the grounde ; 

My feet,- entraunced, could not move. 
And all my myndc was lost in love. 

What punishment your gracious sense 

Ordaineth for my rude offence. 
Yet be it grate, and life destroye, 

It may not equal ray pastjo^c* 

If you would more than cruel be, 
IDcth must not be devisM for me; 

But take my cars quick sense away, 

When you, greateQu£EN£, shall singe and playe< 



BALLADE, 

BY VBIE> EARL OF OXFOtt>* 

VV HERK is the MaYde that erst was mync, 
"Who did with love myneharte hcgilc? 
'No more on me doerh. beauty shine. 
No more I proudly boaste hcr^milej*. 

The roses of her cheek so bright. 

Uer lippe of berries purple hue, 
Ko more tor me may blush delyte; 

To them may Fansie say adieu. 

When I did first her looks bcholde. 
Me seemes 'twas summer in her eye; 

Me seemes I mark'd two sunnes of golde, 
Upon her face's smiling skye. 



Me 



^ 
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Me seemes that on her roseate cheekc 

I spyed ^he season of the S p IL i nge ; 
And when «iat she did Cottrteous speke, ^• 

The feather'd minstrels seem'd to singe. 

But all is past and gone, I weene: 

From her I meet with icy cold : 
I marke no more her eyes bright sheen, . 

Nor marke her sunncs of brightest gMde. 

Sadde is the chaunge sith she's unkynde : 
Now cloudes all mirkic darke, my daye; 

For Zephyrus blow wynter wyndes, ^ 

And frost hath kiird the gentle May. 



BALLADE; 



V^OULDST thou looke into myne harte, 

Thou wouldst sec a mansion drear ; 
Some old haunted tower aparte. 

Where the spectre bands appear: 
Sighing, gliding, ghostly forms, 
'Mid the ruin shook by storms. 

Yet ray harte, whiche Love doth slighte, 

Was a palace passing fair ; 
Which did hold thyne image bright. 

Thee the Queen of Beauty rare; 
Which the laughing Pleasures fill'd. 
And fair Fortune's sunne did gild. 

When shall my poore harte, alas. 

Pleasure's palace be againe ? 
That, sweetc Maydb, may come to pass. 

When thou ceasest thy disdaine : 
For thy smiles, like beams of day. 
Banish spectre forms away. 

Cc3 ABALLADE, 
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A BALLADE. 



T, 



H E maid who pants for lover's sighSj 
Doth lay for her owii peace a snare ; 
She rues the conquests of her eyes » 
And mourns that she was ever fair: 

Then, lasses, mind the proverb well, 
'• Too oft the pitcher went to well.'* 

Where Beauty doth display its rose. 
In tribes the busy swains are found ; 

And where the richest nectVine grows. 
The hungry flies will buzz around : 

Then, lasses, mind the proverb well, 
*' Too oft the pitcher went to well." 



THE THREAT OF OBERON THE FAIRY. 



M 



AIDENS fair, attend to me : 
Constant to your shepherds be : 
If ye break your vows of love, 
Ye my rage will sorely prove. 

I know all your dreams by night ; 
Therefore fear, O Maids, my spite: 
All your secret thoughts I know ; 
Fear then my shajrp anger's blow. 

And, O Men ! I pray, beware i 
Do not harm the Maidens iaif ; 
Sigh not love, and then betray, 
If ye wish my rage away. 



By 
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By the moon's pare beam I swear> 
If I mark a virgin tear, 
I will give the Shepherd dread. 
And will tear htm from his bed. 

If I hear a Shcphead sigh» 
Maids, in jeopardy ye lye ; 
Spoii'd will be the dimple sleek, 
Breast of snow, and rosy cheek* 

Love our Fairy train delights. 
While we sport in moony nights ; 
Eke oar elfin King and Qu BENE, 
As they gambol on the greene. 

Love was sent to soften woe, -^ 

Sent to bless the world below ; 
Fall of smile, with roses crown'd : 
Why should Love then feel a wound ? 



•V 



A BALLADE OF WYNTER. 

X-iOUD blowe the wyndes with blustering breathy 
And snows fall cold upon the heath. 

And hill and vale looke drear ; 
The torrents foam with headlong roar. 
And trees thtir chilly loads deplore. 

And droppe the icy tear. 

The little birdps, with wishfoll eye. 
For almes unto my cottage Rye, 

Sith they can boaste no hoarde : 
Sharpe in myne house the pilgrims pcepj 
But Robin will not distance keepe. 

So percheth on my boarde. 

Now 
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' Now on the cradle doth he hye. 
And kerineth down, with connying eye, 
y Upon my babe below ; 

And finding comfort in my GOte, 
He tweedles forth a simple note. 
And shakes his wings of snow. 

Come in, ye little minstrels sweete. 
And from your feathers shake the sleetc. 

And warme your freezing bloode : 
No cat shall touch a single plume ; ' 

Come in, sweet choir — nav, fill mv room. 

And take of grain a treat. 

Then flicker gay about my beams. 

And hoppe and doe what pleasaont seemes. 

And be a joyfull thron^;* 
Till Spring cloath the naked grove ; 
, Then go and build your nests, and love. 

And thank me with a song. 



TO HER MAJESTY, 

0» hcT vouchsafing to reward her humblest qf Servants, 

Edward Fairfax. 



B 



•RIGHT Sun of England^ nay, a SyN 
That hath so, bright a cercle run. 

And on far realms doth spread a blaze I ' 
The humblest servant of your isle 
Doth thank your beauty for the smile 

That graceth m^ with golden rays. 

Though homely be my Muse's spe^che 
And poore^ your praiise can make it rich. 



Such 
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Such is the power of your high name. 
What you, greet Quebk, may deign to praise, 
Altho' a dwarf you to a giant can it rai«e, 

Sith your voice is the voice of F a m e« 



With a Gh/ifte qfa Glow-wor m to the fayre Gbr a l di H e 

in the Country^ 

J? AYRE Geraldihe, behold, I bring 
This elfin Im p that gildeth night ; 

So beauteous was it 'mid the shade. 
So calm, so mild its lonely light. 

The insects of the dew.dropp'd fielde 

To its pure beame did homage yidde. 

When first I didde this worm! espyc, 

Aloude I said, and with a sighe, 

•* Oh, little Fmp of night» I see 

** Semblance of Gbraldine in thee/' 

Amid the^hade as it doth shynQ, 

So fares it with fay re Ge r a l d i m c • 

This worm beneath the leaf doth hyde, 
Desyring not to be espied ; , 
Natheless it yieldeth all so brighte 
A Jewel to emblazon night ; 
And thus on this dark worlde do shyne 
The wit and charmes of G er a l di n.e«. 



BALLADE ON THE VIOLET. 



»Sw: 



EETE infant of the fielde, myne eye 
Doth joye thy modest form to meet. 

For thou goode news doth say ; 
How Vyy NTER, with his horrid yell, . 
Hath Bid at laste his road farewell, 
. And borne his blasts away. 

While 
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While Wy NTER his wilde rule did sprejtd. 
Thou couldst not show thy tender head, 
'Bat from his rage didst hide; 
And golden cap» and priinro.«e pale. 
Did peeping tremble in their vale. 
And eke the daise pied. 

The surly wight your robes had twnc^ 
And on his wings of tempest borne* 

And scatter'd through the skies; 
Sut now the gentle Zephyr's breath 
Doth whisper, •• There's na dread of death,'*" 

And bids you fearless rise. 

Sweet is thy lot, O little flower I 
Like man thou dost not iife devour, 

Well plcas'd on dews to dine — 
Of hearven's pure balm to make thy fayre; 
What pity 'tis we cannot share 

An iDxiocence like thine ! 



ff^'^B'i ii T'rtf 



BALLADE, 

TO A rtSK OF THE BROOKS. 

VV HY flycst thou away, with fear f 
Trust me, there's nought of danger near, 

I have no wicked hooke,. 
All cover'd with a snaring bait, 
Alas ! to tempt thee to thy fare. 

And dragge thee from the brooke. 

harmless tenant of the flood, 

1 do not wish to spill thy blood ;. ' 



For 



For nature unto thee 
Perchance hach given a tender wife* 
And children dear, to charme thy life» 
• As she hath done for me* 

Enpy thy streame, O harmless fish ; 
And when an angler, for his dish» 

Through gluttony's vile sin, 
Attempts, a wrecch,-to pull thee outf 
God give thee strength, O gentle trout. 

To pull the rascal in f 



o 



TO THE LARK. 



LITTLE harbinger of day. 
Who wclcomest th^ blushing light ! 
With glee 1 list thy cheerful Jay, 
Sweet recompence for dreary night. 

0*er fair Ast r m a^s rosy bow'r. 

Go, tuneful sprite, and wave thy wing ; 
Go, charm Astr/ea's morning hour. 

To htr thy choicest ditties sing. 
For, if thou please that peerless Queen> 

Thrice lucky were thy little voice ; 
For when Astr^a gladde is seen 

Her smile doih all the world rejoice. 



F 



ANCIENT SIMPLICITY. 



OLK be too fond of mounting For t u n e's wheeli 
And though she humbleth thousands in the muck. 
Ambition's flame their brenning bosoms feel, 
Fardic! they must crawl up, and try their luck. 

But 



But when al(^ — themsctves they scajrcely kxiOWt 
Despiteful squinting on the world below ; 
But when they tremble, npne lament their thrall^ 
But grin 9 and point their Enger to their fall. 

To shew that I 9m now not attering lies* 
I'll tell a little tale in i£sop guise. 



I'll IM IIJ III '■ II 



THE YOUNG CROWS, AND THE YOUNG WRENS. 

A TALK* 

JLJL Crow upon a. lo&y ^ree 

Did bttild her sticky nest;.: 
And younglings did she bring to Ught> 

In number five at least. 

, • t ■ * * 

One mornings on a suix^mer'^ day, t , 

Did peep eche youngling CrQw^' 
And spied upon a brambling bu^h ; . , \ 

Some youngling Wrens below. 

" ■' ■ - ' 
These simple Wrens in happy glee , . ^ 

Did spread their little wing ; . t / fi A 

And lightsome, hopp'd frpm bush to .bii^Oj 

And merrily did sing. 

*' Poor humble creatures,*' cry*4 tte Crows, 

*' Eche. is a beggar vyight; , ., ^ > 

*' Ijook dp to us^ and s^ee our sJtate,, 

*• Our houses lofty hight ; 

■ ■ ^ '., '■'•>((,,, 

'* We look into the beamy skies, 

** While you through hedges wade, j. , ;• . 

" ^e gaze upon the morning sun, 

** While j>c are lost in shade. 

i* pijor 
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•* Poor imps, dq)artc, nor here ofFend; 

•• Take off echc sclic face; 
•* This hill was only made for crotvj, 

*• T'hcn do not i» disgrace. 

** If you do not this region quit, 

** We'll dung upon you soon.*' 
The smiling Wrens made answer none, ' 

But triird their Uttte ttttte. 

Short time had passM, when suddenly 

Grim Borbas 'gan to howl; 
The thunder crack'd, the lightning flash'd^ 

And frighted man and fowl. 

While thus the dredefuil thunder crftck'd^ 

And lightning broad did flash ; 
The limb whereon the Crows were perch'4 
' Did give a sudden crash. 

JOown came the limb, and with it down 

Did tumble cche young Crow; 
Some broke thei^ legs, and some their wings. 

And doleful look d below. 

Twas now the time for Wrens to jeer; 

So forth did fly the train, 
Andy twittering y saw with smiles the Crows 

All sprawling on the plain. 

Then taunting an arch Wren began : 
. *« Sir Crows, of A?gA renownc, 
** Ye came* by this your dirty trim, 
•• All in a "hurry down. 

** And by the looke of all your limbs, 

•• And feathers sous'd with rain, 
** It will be some small time before 

** Your Graces mount again. 

Vol. IV, Dd « Proud 



'« Proud foolcs, bow scHc ye descend 

" From skies to dir^fens! 
«* Thank Heaven, with hedges we're <;oatefit, 

" And happy- to be l^r«»^. 






To Authors thai fndii& on thepa$sion of Love. 



Yi 



E who do soogs of loare indite, 
KnoM((tb UPlt w^U of that ye write, 

Sith ye nere with passion strove ; 
Go moan, and hide in proves, and ^ighe. 
Adore her «4R»e, and wish ta dye. 

And then ye well may wryte of lovfc. 

But ye may answer make, and ery, 
** Where is the object for our sigh ? 

" Who is the-mayde may make hearts pine?*' 
Ah, did ye never marker mayde 
Thatwanderethln Windsor shade, 

Then larne — it is fay re Ge r a t d rKE • 



Sy^iLY. 



fT^y?r*?ByTrTn j| ^T}BHnf^y7T^ 
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HEN Sf|uMEi(*^bloomedidpayntemycbeefi:e, 
I thought of Friendships tye; 
Of friendship I could onely sptke^ 
Unwcting sd was L 

But now I find this grievous truthe. 
That friendship is the dream oiyoutke* 

/Ahhough 
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AlfHough I lov'd the fayrest Maydb, 

My ladye I would yield, 
Tq give a friend a hand of aid, 

And be that friend's bold shield. 

But now I fynde, etc. 

Alas, I meet with no return, 

For love 1 mete with hate; 
Instead of smyle myne eyes do mourne 

With early teare and late ! 

But now I fynde, etc. 

Friendshif's asuniK, I whilom sayd» 

That warmeth every harte ; 
Burt now that hartes of ice are mai1e» 

Whiche winterV colds em|)Aite; 

But now I fynde, etc« 

Friendship, sayd J» a forme doth boasts 

A gyant's forme, I ween ; 
But now I see him, a ppore ghost. 

With pale and dreary mien. 

But now I fyndCy etc. 

Then let no MrNSTRBLL, in his song. 

Of Friendship take the parte; 
Syth 'tis a vertuc of the tongue^ 

But never of the harte. 

But now I fynde, etc. 
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ODES, &c. 



TO CYNTHIA IN TOfVN. 



YNTHIA, the Dryads are in tears. 
Because thou visit'st not their groves ; 
The Graces grieve, and Cupid sweart. 
And very sullen look thft Loves. 

The Naiads through the vales declare, 
No rill of theirs shall purl away; 

The Lark too scorns tp mount in air. 
And vows to keep his nest all day. 

The Sum resolves to* hide his head. 
And blpt his lustre from the skies ; 

Yet that were Uttle loss indeed, 

While we possessed that pair of eyes. 

Well then, to pique thee, from each lay, 
From all my lines PU blot Xhy^name. 

•* Aye, do,*' 1 hear thee smiling say, 
«* And blot what only gives them /ame, 



>» 



ODE. 

^Tht Poet detcnhtth the former and-present state rf kU vjiske$, 

Tempora mutantur. 



c 



'OURTIERS are just so many goats — that leap 
From rock to rock, upon the cloud«capp*d steep. 
That overhangs a sea that foams around ; 
Slip but a foot! souse f down they are, and drown 'd : 
Yet how folks scramble, one and all. 
To mount the ridge^ and^ get a fall ! 

I own*d 
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808 ©D£S, &C. 

I ownM I've Iisten'd'ta AjiBiTiON's talcs, 

Sigh'd for Lire's mountains^ and disdain 'd its vctfes^ 

My youngling ears most giaeiedy ^ank her story ! 
With KiMGs and Queens, Lord ! how was 1 in4ovcl 
Tried to make tiHtfg*, (iias! 1 tahfysttot^^ * V 

Poor fly ! to btizz withm thck arbs of glofy. -,. ^ 

Yes, vain were.my ea<$eavom«'aHy .> : '■ 

And St iH am I ordain*d to^criifti?// •< T ^ 

"Although so loAy in my ihyme.- ^ / . 
Heavens ! how my fibres felt the rack, 
When PvE obtaihM t!»e royal'iwick*,.'' ' v 

And Passons 6mo«ifh'<^ the Owip v^iikt ekinmf 

Thus can- 1 1 to tke Palace go^ ataek! 
All the Court Crawlers would be on my badlci 
Biting and scratchSilg, nibbling, s^arnfitlg^ 
A circumstance, aks! «te¥mififg; 

There would be LiVEitpoofc, 1 do 8vi|ip€tfe# ^ 
AndCA&oiGAN, and ^alisb'ry, and Ro8e» 
Making a diabolic rout: 
** Off with him-i-i-turfl the fellow outi" 

Cut off ftom Cjesar and his Wif6^ ' ^ - 

I pass of solitude a life; 

To CyNTHiAVbeaftny^twiettenwiHhif lyre; 
And while I gain her lovely smile, 
{The sweetest that adorns dur i^le t J 

1 feci for Courts no more a fierce desires 

So little raj)tur'd with a royal mien, 
I would not give aneptntti'^^ u Sei^wi. 
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ODE 
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ODE 

ON THB ANCIENTS. . 

JTjlLT^ has been said— the world has nought to jield : 
** Alas ! there's nothing new beneath the Sun : 

*' The Ancibn Ts with their hooks have reap'd the field; 
** All that can be imaging has been done. 

'< The Ancients for the Moderns were too stout; 

** Yes ! the deep mine of knowledge is work'd out." 

So cries the world ! but who are these that speak ? 
Men of no nouse^ most wonderfully weakl 
If things are so^ why, what a fate is mine ! 
Lord help the Muss 1 she- never pjsnnM a line. 

Heap the whole field ! not halfon^t^ V\i be sworn : 
They've only taken a few sheaves of corn. 
The mine exhausted 1 Poh 1 I'll hear no more-— 
They've only gathered a few grains of ore. 

Appear but Genius, Genius soon will find ' 
New matter to improve and charm mankind ; 

Teach on the wildest heath the rose to blow : 
Genius* the rod of Mosbs at the rock, 
Shalt, by a magical and happy stroke. 

Bid the rich stream of wit and wisdom fiow« 

The brains of men, in general, are a/H!>o/, 
WrappM in death-stillness, comfortably dull ; 

Like motionless poor Lethe, void of Spirit. 
But now and then (like Milton, for example. 
Or SHAKESPEAR.E, cach indeed a beauteous sample,) 

Into existence pops a Wight of merit ; 
An Ocean, lo, his brave ideas rise, 
That mounts^ and with its thunders shakes ih^tkiaf 



am 
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ODE 

TO, AN UNFORTUNATE PRINCESS, 



s 



HALL Virtue feel the cruel blow, 
Her tears to earth urtheeded flow, 

Her soul urAtfard domplain ? 
Say, win no Muse proclaim the wrong? 
Why skepiS the thunder of hei* sottg; 

While Pity mourns in vailn? 

With every beauty to inspire 

Of Love the soft and chastddefcirc; ^ 

And bless the n«pti»l'ti«f ; 
With every geiitler chrarn* tff iVitiid,- 
Can Fatej to peerlcsrf' woftll Uttftin^^ 

Condemn thy heart to sigh ? 

W^ithout a frtelrd, in soethii^g^ 8tf*ilil^ 
To steal thy bodOnIi fromitA ^aiAV ' 

I hear ti^ p!tHifl'«« voic% j' 
And bear the snakes of Envy hiss,. 
While, hapjSy at thy Vanisfe'd bliss* 

The* imp§ of He'll rgoicc. 

Yet througfi the doud tli&VKId6fe tRy'ftlAia; 
By Calumny's foul venom spread, 

I mark a gcJtd'en ray ; ' 
Time on his wing, (for Justice reigns) 
To calni thy life's tempestnovis scenes, 

Sliall waft the smiles of iSl a Y .- ' 

Hark ! fo ^ppre?s thi swelling t%^i 
A voice prophetic hails tltirie feai*: ' 

" Thy Base shall rale ado r'd ; 
<* On Britain's tfiroh^, to ciro\vn herftiihe", 
♦«' The shoutrf of Tftillibns' shall pr^daam* 



•' Eliza's reign restored." 



ODE 



ODE TO ST. CECILIA. 

Vj GODDESS of tbe tuneful quire, 
Upon my knees I must desire 

You'll give your I HSTRUidENx^ a smart jobation: 
Happy am I a Band to meet. 
To give my ears a pretty treat, 

And fill my heart with sweetest animation. 

I like an Overture, I needs must own — 

Of music 'tis a very noble dish : 
But here's the devil— while some with solemn groan. 

Bawl Jlesh, lo, o^Aerf are exdaiming^SfA; 
Bending with sounds of Babel our poor ears. 
Much like the noises of the Bulls and Bears** 

Proud on his nimbler neighbour to advance. 
Like elephants that fain would learn to dance, 
The Double Bass attempts his aukward jigs, 
Grunting and snuffling like a sow and pig9* 

Ambitious, this most lab 'ring Ba8S 
Gives to the Violin cello chace. 

Who on the Tenor presses like the wind. 
Who presses closely on the Sscokd Fiddle, 
Who presses sharply on First Twiedlb Tw^edle, 

Who leaps the bridgt^ and leaves thei^i ail behind* 

Alas ! are these the modes to m6lt the soul, 
Soothe ev'ry sigh, and ev'ry care controul ? 
If this be music, let me leave the riot. 
And be the world qf quavers ever quiet ! 

* At the Stock Exchange. 
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PETER'S TRIUMPH* 

^ TO THt MUSE. 

JVIUSE, we have finished now our Od«8, 
And verily the songs of C»ods : 

But let me tell thee, Muse» and. muck it pains. 
That those great traffickers in worrfs, 
Those high and mighty pompous Lords,* 

The BooKSELLbRs, will barely give megratVu* 
«* Hogs^ waih is good enough' *— thity cry ; 
Thus can i neither roast nor fry, 

*Tis hard that my poor mental mill 
Is never suffered to lie still ; 

Such 9 such indeed the avarice of the clan : 
Forc*d, cv'ry minute oT the hour. 
To grind, forsooth, for them thejJowr, 

And feed myself, alas! upon the^mn. 



Hard is their bridle — Lord ! with pains I shrijik ; 

Too hard upon my bleeding jaws they pull ! ^^ 
What shatne that they, the lazy imps, should drink 

Claret and Burgundy from my poor skull; 
And, with a saucy mortifying sneer,* 
Bid me be happy upon d«a«l small beer I 

I boast one consolation, I dlow-^ - 

My name will never be forgotten : 
When to Posterity I make my bow. 

Those rogues arc in oblivion rotten. 
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POETICAL EPISTLE 

TO 

BENJAMIN CO TINT RUMFORD^ 

XNI6HT OP TBB WHITE EAGLE, &C. 



Mvsi, at the sound of Rvmfoiid, raite thy voice 

And bid our kitchen furniture rejoice ! 

Though scant our store, a hempen string, alack ! 

(The simple substitute for spit and jack) 

A knife and fork, a dish, a spoon, and platter, 

S-hall ifir their ttumpi^ and make a jovial clatter^ 

The broom shaU hop, as merry as a grig \ 

And pleasM, 41w dainty dtshcl^ut dance a jig.. 
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EPISTLE* 

TO 

eOUNT RUMPORiy. 



Ti 



HE Bard whose harp immortalix'd the lousc^ 
For which he ne'er receiv'd a sinifle sous^; 
PraisM Madam Schwellenberg in lofty style,; 
For which he never gain^M a Wi*§^/e smile ;,- 
Gave t6 eternity the Sh A VE*« G 1.0 UP,. ^ ^ 

Yet never sa^w a ladlefuU pjf s6u[>; 
Prais'd thankless Lords hesides, and Knight aiid Squire-^' 
Now to .a Yakkbt tunes thi willing lyre : 
Spile of th' ingratitude of Cooks aod. . • • 
Strikes to CqiJMT Ruhpord's tunrfUl n^mt th^ strings^ 

TlrAfi*d''^K^ik^: ScirwEttcNBEiLo.]— Though I have here 
accused, this Y.zAy^oi ingratitude', perhaps, if her last Will and 
Tcstaipent were td be leerty I might iilter my opinion.— /f^^r^ ii 
this VVim, I wonder?— Why does k not appear at Doctors* 
^Commons?— Is it athawuH /» iheiv ittface? What has it done 
wi^ the'pearls-and diamonds^ pnesenls j^om. the persecuted fa*- 
miiy o^ Xhfir Hast i»d»?-*Is it witli" the Tati;or in Pimlico, 
to whom, her poor body was sent aboUt an hour or two after the 
soul had foi^saken its tenement? — Should not thi^ Will be pub- 
licly advertised ?*«-An»-l certain that it doth not contain some 
handsome bequest ; at least a /^Wer meraoi ial to m/, who (she 
Tety well knew okust lose much by her Heaik?^\s this an un> 
-reasonable conjectuie ? 1 kj\ow the Will has been read, and I 
know /<ir/i of it.— -O ye y6o«r relations of Madam Schwellex- 
BKRG, now crawling in piteous plight in obscure holes in Gia* 
MA'iVY, must yt forfeit the little pittance bequeathed, if ye dare 
approachGREAT Britain? Such was a cruel clause of the Will ! 
-*-Had ye enough tofiutchaie moutningy O ye poor disappointed re- 
) ations of Ma dam Scuwellenbsrg? Perhaps ye might have 
been troulu'eifne^ had ye come toEngland^f so^ thing.s are. best 
a# they are« ' 

^ E e ^ Who 



Sl6 1PI8TLE TO COUKT RUMFO&D. 

Who from his far* rite little Rumfor d came^ , .-^ 

To build on smoke 'h.i9 foitune, and his fame. 

• • 

Muse, at the sound of RuMFoao raise thy yoicc» 
And bid our kitchen furniture xcjoice ! 
Tho' scant our store, a hempen string, alack ! 
(The simple substitute for spit and jack) 
A knife and fork, a dish, a spoon » and platter* 
Shall stir their stumps ^ and make a joyial clatter; 
The broom shall hop, as mcny as a grig; 
And, pleas'd, the dainty dishclout dance a jig;} 
Expressing thus in gratitude their souls 
To HIM whose wisdom saves ms pecks of cojih ; 
And means (for Pitt's d-mn'd taxes this require) 
To teach us soon to roast ^without a fire, 
ITriend to thy fame (and iriay it last thee long !) 
Though G—- and Banks grow jealous of the Song j 
I^owe er its praise may wound some CovRTLir FoLXj 
ITiat song shall thunder to the Man of Smoke ! 

Knight of the Dishclout, wheresoever I walk 
I hear thee, -Rum FOR^n, all the i(:2VcA€ii to/A:: 
JVb/e of melodious cadence on the ear, 
!Loud echoes Rum ford here and RiiMroab there f 
Loj ev'ry parlour, drawing-room I see. 
Boasts of thy stoves, and talks o£ nought but thee*^ 
Yet, not alone my Lady and. young Misses^ 
The Cooks. themselves could smother thee with kisses f 
Yes 1 Mistress Cook would spoil a goose, or steak^ 
To twine her greasy arms around thy neck. 
Through newspaper^ through: magazine; j^ieview^ . 
Happy mine eyes thy. splendid track putauc-f-- . . 
Thy sage opinion in each journal read-*-* 
A vein of silver 'm.ids,t a load pf lead ! ' " ^ 

ITii favourite littlt Humfird.^^'Once an obscure viilaje,' IrV 
Korth Am«ilca^ but fortunately illuminated by the nativity of 
the Coi7NT,_ who indeed drew his first breath there, and affer- 
urards, in quality of a pedagogue, immortalized it by his Jihect^ 
dorian power, teaching little children tO read^ spell, aiid wiif*/ 
with the most consummate ability. 



tPrSTLE TO COUNT RT^MFORD; 31^ 

High o'er the wondering world Vanbutchell tow'rt; 
Air& on the ruptured mob his trusses pours t-^-* 
High mourited Katbrfelto and his Cat,, 
Proud of the voice of Fame, in glory sat :— 
High o*er the world the mighty Merlin sits. 
Though much of gall his jealous mouth emits ! 
. Endeavouring, lo, thy nanve's bright beam to shade^'- 
The Wizard swears that thou hast stoVnhis trait;, 
l.earn'd from his matchless ^rt to conjure up»- 
From shades, telow, ashiiling's worth of soup; 
And mcan'st on ot/her tricks to. put thy pats; 
Plunder chgjr-ydping curs, and squawling cats; 
With all their Tove-sonog of sweet execution. 
To please and lull tht Royal Institution.— 

High o'er the world Shi. Joseph soars sublime. 
The greiat and fertile subject of my rhyme:— 
Yet higher thou shalt mount, who^ angry toe 
Kick'd from thy shop the Hero of Soho ; 
And aiming, loo, at Garnet's luckless crown. 
Didst, with thy /eacfe/i journal knock him down: 
For luho with sage opinion; dares appcRTi - 
While RuMFOR d's mouth of ofacles is near ?- 
Behold th' Elector bowi^ to his merit! 
Bavaria owns his Beggar-hunting spirit ;, 
Who, whei> poor Munich trembled, almost lost. 
With god-like ardour pierc'd th* EorPTiAfi Hos'Fj^ 
And seiz'd (which history must ever note) 
And seiz.'d !-^, dariiig Gi^sEY by the throat ; 

' , A»A 

S/oPn A/»/r..i^.]-^Inde6d Mt. MtaLiN'^has setmifigfy i^x%t caus« 
of complaint: but as the m/Wi of those Grkat Min are sur- 
piisingly simi/ar, why may not a coincidence of thought occa- , 
sloiially take place, sn\d produce simi/ar dtsceven'es ? 

Kick'dfrom thy sho/t.'] — Sir J. Bakks is hwa fide ousted \ and 
poor Garnet, a most ingenious chymist^ was attacl^d for » 
ilifference in opinion. 

^GipsEY ^^ M* Mro/ir.] — Here I must beg pardon of mjr 
readers for vioLaling history.— -The Coukt slightly says, that 
at the head of the £lecior's troops he made but «/» Gipsev: 
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And gate him (what such hravcry can reward !) ' 
And gave him 1— *to the Sbijeant of the Gu a»o— • . 
For which th' Elector deck'd the Man of Stove, 
With true blue Ribbojss, and the Bird of Jovb ! 

hi* piisoncr, and that he only iafiped him on the shoulder- 
Such is the Covnt's modesty. -^-^ A Hero is tho last man in Ihe 
worid to speak of his own ixjiloits ; but let me quote ihc Count '» 
own words, who, like Casnry can xurire as well as Jig/if. 

** Nsw-ybar's day Csays the Couwt in his history) having 
from fime immfmoriai httn considered in Bavaria as a day peculi- 
arly set apart for giving Alms, and the Beggars never failing 
to be a/i out on that occasion ; 1 cAcse that moment as being themoit 
fa-vouratU to MY Ofrrations. Early in the morning of the 

^rst of January, One TUOUSAMD SEVEN HUNDRED and NIMRTY, 

the Officers and non-commissicred Officers of the three 
regiments ofJMFANiRY in garrison weie stationed in the dif- 
ferent streets, where they were direiteU to iv ait for further order $, 

" Having in the mean time assembled at my lodging^ 
the FiBLD Officers and all Chief MAGISTRATES of the 
town, I made them acquainted with my intention, to proceed 
that very morning to the execution of a PLAN i had formed, for 
iakingup the Beggars, and asked their immediate astittance, 

•* To show the Public that it was not my wish to carty this 
measure into execution by military force alone (which might have 
tendered the measure odious,) but that / was diipoied to show all 
becoming deference to theCiviL Authority, I begged theMACii^- 
TRATBs to accompany me, and the Field Officers of the gar- 
rion, in the execution of the Jint and most difficult part of the 
VNDERTARiNo,that of arresting the Beggars. This they most 
readily consented to, and we immediateiy satiied out into the street, 
MYSBLF accompanied by the Chief Magistratb of the town, 
and each of the FiBLo Officers byaniNFERiOR Macistratr. 
We were hardly got into the street, when we were accosted by a 
Beggar, who asked us for alms. I 'went up to h/m, and Uying 
my hand gent/y on his shoulder, told him, from henceforwards 
^^Kg'^g would not be permitted i n M u M i c B . I then delivered him 
OYer to the Orderly Serjeant: and then turning to the 
OrrxcERs and Magistrates who accompanied me, 1 begged 
they would take not tee ih?X 1 had Myself, with my own hands, 
arrested the first beggar." &c. &c. Vide the Count's Essays, 
Vol. I. p. 41, third Edition. 

Such is the CouhtS elegant rtnd nervous narrative of that 
riorious day which emancipated Munich from Xh^ Tyranny t^t 
the Beggars! With the Hero of Antiquity, the Count Rum- 
fORD may not only say, Veniy vidiy vie!, but moieoYer add 
Sciursi, to encrease the catalogue gf his vt^nden* 

Great 
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Great Man 1 whose pow'r inventive tlaifly lakps 
Balm from a bog, and dinners fiom a .1— kes.;- 
Great Man I whose fertile genius could contrive 
'Jo soften rocks Simijiay the flints alive ; 

Balfhfrom a /♦o^-"]— His first and ^rand object beinc^ to complete 
the gum totai of human i;ia]){}in«sS} by a prudent atttMitiori to 

economy, he shows how from the J '''^^''^ > mcntitious parts of 

J excre j 

human food and fuel, as well as frommany hitherto shameful Ijf 
neglected natural productions^ to derive a wholesome and ^jleasing 
and nutritious diet— There is a filthy old iiover!) (that 1 cannot 
repeat) instructing people how to »row rich; — and which proverb, , 
though treated as ludicrous by our ancestors, will be soon pro- 
nounced aserious economical maxim. After many laborious days 
and sleepless nights, the Count has at last succeeded in the de- 
tection of that grand deihieraturtty before and s'nce the days of 
the great Martinus Scrixlerus, viz. the extraction q£ sun- 
hedtns from rucumbers; so that any gentleman may store up /ifat anjd 
l/gfit for the winter, in the same way ire is jireserved for the sunv 
mer. This foitunate discovery (it will be observed) supersede* 
•all his fonuer methods of saving fuel, and consequently precludes 
all further researches in the comoiidation of itnokc and tlie convert 
ihn oi toot into sea coat, 

• Flay theflnti <»/iw."|— -With a machine which the Count invent- 
ed on the Continent, hejfayt Bints, and by an ^^^/Jia/i sut generis 
converts them into palatable soups and jellies j and he is now 
carrying on a process for preparing their skins to make purses for 
'sucli as have money, and tobacco-pouches for such as havenone. 
The PHrtosoPHiCALTiNKERs and Bellows-menders, ^('^e># 
ideat hehat jfeneroui'y ?iAo\i\tdy make kettles, saucepans, frying- 
pans, salamanders, skillets, stewers, roasters, toasters, JLc. &c. of 
the most astonishintr and unheard-of powers; some of these uten^siJs 
rendering shoe-leather as masticabfe as beef-steaks, and the tough* 
est -horse- hide as tender as the best veal in Leadenhail Market. 
Byalittle higher charge of heat; bone§, hair, horns, hoof, shells 
and claws, are reduced to a jelly j and chopped straw, bean-husks, 
'potatoe skins, &c. are turned into palatable spoon-meat. The cu- 
. tensive use and application of these inventions, especially in tbt 
present times of famine, must be obvious to the inteHigent.**- 
Already the workmen are so far reconciled to this neyr a^ucies of 
food, that they begin to make themselves comfortable messes of 
their old aprons and leather breeches. In short, the Covnt is 
not without hopes of introducing the animal food of the ancient 
and modem Scytheans, and the more cooling vegetabie diet 

of KiNQ NiBVCBAPffSZZARf 

And 
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/fad make (though Envy unbelieving^ grins)* 
Pouches, and handsome purses of their shins r 
Nay moi^e (but yet, methuiks a dtmfrerou^ hirti) ^ 
'J'o perfect jelly turn the hardest iint;- 
For, hence an inconx^nlcnce may arise-^ 
I'o this discovery RiOGv^bs. will turn their eyes: 
The Felons. dread, for robbery, niurdcr<, rape,. 
Will eat their T^arwim-diuelHngs, and escape; 
'J aught by thine art of turnings stomas to jellies ^ 
i'Jy with the walli of Newgatie in thfeir belUci. 

Great Man! whose Tinkers form, from vaiiou»? 
nietafs, 
Grillers and broil e.s-, sa'^unanders, kettles! 
Steamers and bakers, frying-pans ai)d slewers, 
Flcillets and sauxrepans, roasters,^ toas.ters, brewers,. 
Some, blest> indeed with such 6iu]>endous pow'r, 
KhalLchange old sftoes to hrf^'in half- an hour;. 
And t«rn, amidst the wonders of the shopj^ 
1 he Tinker^ s apron to a mutton-chop. 
'Bones, oyster-shells, and hair, 'and hoofs, and claw^< 
Shall form, too, jellies for the n/cc«^ jaws : 
Thus shall the cuckold^ who his honours scorn^s. 
Bless his dear wife, and fatten on his horns! 

Great King of Firje, -wrHo knowi'st the pow'rs of 
meat. 
And know'st how necessary 'tis to ea/;- 
Aj^d yet, not only eat, but eat with pleasure^ 
Without one bit of bolting— ouite at leisure! 
By which slow movement in tne mastication. 
Millions may soon be ^vM to this Poor Nation !. 
What gratitude, what thanks, ta thee are due, 
Iflstrucling a greal empire how to cliew ! 
In work-houses, where ignorance abounds, 
And air the Poor, voracious, feed like hounds,. 
Sharp. Oz;erseers shall at the table stand, 
And give the word, with Setjeant^like command : 
Thus will, their craqkling jaws in concert chimt^ 
And. like a fiddler's elbow* move in tirtK* 

©hi 
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Oh ! if I, too, might cater for the belly, " 
Old fiddle-strings should make usvermieelii; 
Cockchaffers, with a very tri-flirig art. 
Compose a pie— at least a j>retty tart ; . 
Soap-suds to syllabubs and trifles diang«9 
And bullocks li<Thts and livers to bla'man^e ; 
And shceps dung, without quaniitcs of studying, 
Glean'd from the field, produce a fine plom-puddingv 
A wool-stufF'd pin«'Cushion would make 9. pttfT* 
And tripe start forth from brjceches of old buff; 
And with Sir Josxph's leave, with fish might pass 
His^fl.9, hlsfaiv'rite fieas, for lobster-sauce. 
But what an insolence in me to prate ! 
Pretend to Am to open Wisdom's gate, 
Who spurns advice, like weeds, where'er it sprin^S^ 
Disdaining counsel, though it comes from Kings, ' * 
Yet say, why Physic from thy house exclude ? 
On Physic, ponder— what a pubHc good! 
Hygeia. weeps, poor Nymph, to be neglected— 
Shame on thee! let the Fair-on b be protected*--* 
Of Physic didst thou never own the skill ? 
Say, did thy purity ne'er need a piU f 
Go« go ! harangue the Mcmbsrs — goad 'em^ goad 'em \ 
And make,' them send away for Doctor Bjioditm ; 

« 

'' Oht if If /^d, &c.]— -The sxptiiMiNTAL DiNNS US promised 
by the Cownt, arc expected by th^ Members of the R. I. 
with great avidity, — Grass broth, flint soup, fiicassed leather- 
breeches, stewed old shoes, &c. Src. will sbon be forth coming, 
set on the table too by AutOMXTiCAL Waiters, to the vast 
surprise and instruction of all Bt HOLDERS !! ! 

Dis.iaining c'»:<//i//^J— Here I must beg leave to quarrel with the 
Count.— Although a man may, like the Count, possess extruor- 
ahar^ intellect^ and although a man may he the bts' jud^e of /iw- 
*e f y nevertheless h is indic«)iu,ui. to treat tliQ opinions of others 
with contem|»t.'*^The Co«nt'« con^fant as^^rtion is, *' 1 never 
Was yet in the wrong.— 1 know fTf/^ /Z*'<4j." Ciianting this tOi 
be true, the declaration is nevertheless lor^gmt nna s:*peiii Lus, 

Yet SfiVf luhy FA;ii<:.]— ** AH discussion, relative to Relifioa 
and Medicine willbe carefully nvqid^fd-V --^ ^aurnal i,J ifu ^'-fuL 
Ini. ifuth" of Great Bi iah, 

Ot 
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Or Doctor Meyrsbach, who with sapience sccr 

A mighty* Km pi re fall by toasted Cheese i 

Or doughty Doctor' Solomow invite^ 

Who cuts the tahm of Di^t^AsE, the KiT'E, 

That hovering, -th.eat'ning, spread abroadj^ pr^ard^ 

'J^o lug US' Gofilin^s to ihcfiMs of Air, ► '1 

And why DiviNiTY be banished, piay ? j 

K^ouls are of Awwe w/i/)orf fl?ife> let me say, .^ 

In God's- name, -send a card to Rowland Hx^»^ ■ 

Who to a tHtle knows hi» Maker's wilh , . 

Tk««film of darkness baplsh'd from his^eycsv- 

He kens the, darkest secrets of the skies ; 

Of Chervbim aridS*Riip»iM the Host, 

As though they wrott thv,' Parson cvVy post. - 

IliJaC knows what Satan doe.^ and means to do^ 

Knovvy al^the plottings ©f th'-'infernal Crew j. 

The toots, the lortures for a sinful soul ; 

And what the fire to roast it— tvood of coal/' 

Okx* while Mechanics hold with thee a swajr,^ 

And BlackatnLths^ 'linkers j hammer ;t a way»f-« 

While SiUeh* obtain >lhy sfnila, i^Iack^r lot,.> 

tct nor ingenious Ar?is be fofgot \\ 

To shine a worthy memba\. A ms sigh's— r 

Aloft his £rcW/fm^ .lifts his eyes: 

Pitt's bosom friend, O grant him then his pray*V, 

Whose gags and hand^cufs, wond'rous worth declare j: 

WJiosewi^pft of thong, to radiant wire allied,, . , 

tickled with .nMtcst touch the human Kid^ 

W ith rajit ur^ have. I visi tc4 thy > H o us e ,- 

And maiVcird at thy vast extent o^nouse:- 

"Sfhants to thy care that, midst its ample round^. . 

Soup^ tei-aud to4»t,^^d coflfec m^y be-foua.d,^. 

S»ttjt^$ea a»ii toast y^c.']r^^^'To fehckfrthe House of the Instifu-* 
tton moic pleasant and agreeable to such Proi>netorsand SubsCri* 
bcrs as frequent it, au additional room has beenlately set apart for 
^heirprivate and exclusive use: — this has bjen called the Comie^fa"' 
tion Kocm^ and is dii>tinguished by an inscription over the door. 
^C04jyer^*^iQa i^ thoRcadina Rpomscould not fail to inteirupt 



:tktid win^, and [>unch, ami jK>rter, fresh'nin^ draught, 
Mendinjj the mo«strous wear and tear of thought.*^ 
J hus a ntu) birth shall^RuMfORD's glory tell, 
Attdfroin its bowels -spring a Grand Hotel! 

Yet *Tnid thine House's j>hilosophic glooms^ 
Since Conversation has ns^rhaie rooms, 

'Extend the thotigh't b)' love delicious Je<V; 

And give of G r a h a m the ^pk^tuil Hcd ! 

Jn would subscriptions like a torrent poilr ! 

Nymphs of ^t/fi^Af would leave each CYi»RiA«> BowE4t,' 

The BoND-#TREET LouNGERs to. thy call repair. 

And form, like Smithfif,id, a perpetual Fair, 

•Say, canst thou make (whose brains have not thcir/ef//ou'«) • 
Fire blow itself without a pair of bellows ? 
Soon shall \ve see a haunch, with eqaial wit, 

^urn round and roast i-tself witiioiut ^i spit ; 
Fish without frying-pans nome. hot^arid hot^ 
And dumplings boil themselves without a pot ; 
Najrinore, Automatn shall rise^. — I^ce 
A -pin pursue, and pjerce the nimble flea ; 
Now in the bedstead old, or in the rug, 
Pliick'from its lurking hole the wounded bug;—* 
Untoujcii'dt the handkerchief s^mll wrap the nose; 
lyntouch'd, the penknife, cut the corn clad-tocs;* 
XJntouch'O, the coanb the vermin tribe assail. 
And sciKsars opening dip the finger nail — 
Xke soap- unaided the rich suds shall spread, 

rA-fid razors trimly shave th- biard an<l head: 

'those whovfcad, the MauAgers are confidwitj-ihat aH (hose who 

frequent the House will be so sensible of the reasonRblcness of 
•ihc icculation, as to abstain trom Cbnversation in the Reading 

HoooH when auy person engaged in reading is present. 

V To render the Conversation Room still more useful and 

agreeable., it will be furnished withacollecl^ion of good Maps; 

^nd, >is soon as some neces<»acy preriQus arrangements (which 

are now actually making) shall be finished, those who frequent 
--this Room will be furnished, at the most reasonable prices, 
•from the Housekeeper's Room below, with Soups of various 

lc^nds, Tea, Coffee, Chqcolate, anxl other refreshments."— 

Jfiiie the Cpiatt''s yournsl» 

Formai 
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Formal as Pitt the Treasury Bench shall rise. 

And bowing ojic the budget for sujxpiUs; 

The Church's desk put foith its pious pray'rs, 

And Lincoln's Tulpix preach like Parson NARst* 

Great Man 1 the culinary tactic* studying. 

Instructing worlds to eat Hasty Pudding— 

To thee poor Poets shall their oiferings brings 

Who roast, like »te, their victuals by a string f 

All struggling with a laudable intention, 

Who best shall praise thee for thy vast invention. 

And since thy skill (believe me not in joke), 

Contriveth traps to catch our London smoke ; 

Soon, very soon, may'st thou proclaim aloud, 

tHare news for Farmers) fraps to catch a cloud--^ 

Quick on his prisoner Hob will lay his hands. 

And tap his watery belly for the lands ; 

And tKus our Parsons will be sav'd the pain 

Of putting Heaven in mind to send down rain. 

Pr4ttc/i like Pa* son Nares] — A staunch stickling Paksok for 
,pt{Jeitnt*tty the salvation of souls and the State.*— Newspaper^, 
pamphlets, magazines, reviews, ballads, dt:c. proclaim the merits 
of our LiNc«Lii's-I>rN Preacher. — ^The pulpit itself is a weekly- 
witness of his various enthusiasm.— He does not yet deem him- 
^e\^ properly remunerated. -—Is there nothing more for the poor 
-^d|)i'ng ^'riest ? 

Hasty Pudding.]—** The Hasty Puddin€ liein» spread out 
e(]uath on ^filate^ while hot, an Excavation is made m the m'td" 
(i/tfc/ i/, with a epoon; intowMicH Excavation apiece of But-* 
TER, as laige as a N4}TM£C, is put; and upon it, a spooneul 
of brown sugar, or> more commonly Melasses. The buitrr - 
being soon melted by the heat of the Pui>uinc, mixes with the ^ 

su^AR, or MKLASSis, and forms a saC€e; ivhick being confined 
in the Excavation made for it, occupies the istDDLK of the 
Plate. The Puboing is then eaten with— a spooxr, each 
SPOONFUL of it being i/<^/ into the sauce, before it is carried to 
the Mouth ; eate being had^ in taking it up^ to begin oq the o«t- 
siDC, or »«<3r the BRTK of the Plate; and te approach the 
Centre by regular advances, in order not to d.moiUh too soon 
tlie Excavation which forms the RssEnVoitfor the sauce/* 

Such are the Count's culinary tactics in regard to the ilege of a 
Hasty Pudding. Nobler Generalship perhaps was never exhibit- 
'^dby Maklborovom, Tvrshnii or even BosArAaift himself.. 

O whjr 
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O why will Scandal thus let loose her tongue. 
And call the vaice of Knowledge, Folly's sons? 
Great are the beauties of flw^ocza^f an/ 
What charming union, soup and conversation f 
i^ssisting each the other with delight; ^ff-, 

•Thus Babes are pleased their alphabet to bite; 
And thus, without the harmless fraud discerning. 
With gingerbread the urcHins swallow learning, — 
I know that Envy turns her head atvay. 
And calls the iNsTfTUTiON puppfet play ; 
But ah! in censure people sWuld' be mild; 
Philosophy herself was once a child: ' , 
Yet still those rude soDi^ds stab mine ear's poor drym 5 
" A bite — palaver — nonsense, fudge, a hum.*' 
In vain VVrrs call the (blasting thy machines) 
*' A tvalkins bundle of old Magazines,'* 
Believe me, immovtality is sure : • ' 
Long as thy chimneyj^ shall thy praise endure ; 
Oblivion ne*er shall swallow Rumford's name. 
Aloft ascending, lo, thy radiant Fame, 
With thy own curling clouds of smoke sjiall rise, 
And sun-like give them lustre on the skies! 
1 know they mock thee, (in their laughter loose) 
Because thou sweep'st a chinmey with a goose; 
I know the world a jealous spirit fosters. 
And christens tlue the weakest o{ hnpostrrs; 
^Stead of a war-horse, one of Folly's hacks ; 
The Prince the King, tlte Emp*ror of the Siuacks,*' 
Sir Joseph of thy journals makes his sport; 
Laughs at thy Dij^ners, keeps thee from our Court, 

Sweeps a chimney with a ^oose.] -«-The Count certainly lays claim 
to the iiivemion of sweeping chimnies with a goose, by forcing 
down t!>e animal alive, witii a string about its neck, from ihe top of 
the cbimncy ; when the poor/creature, by tli^pping its wings, as it is 
pulled up and down, sends the soot aboat its business; but it is 
really an Irish discovery, used also to extinguish fires in cliimnies, 
by which means the goose becomes roasted at no expence. No bad 
Jiint this, lor the Count's economical system! 

Laughs at thy Dinners.] — ^Take, Gentle Reader, the Count's o.wn 
^vprdsfirouj his own Journal, on the subject of yvhat he calls Experi- 

Vt)L,IV, Ff MENTAL 
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Or long, long since hadst thou receiv'd commands 
To come and lounge at levees, and kiss Imnds. 
Yes I to eclipse thy blaze, behold him strain. 
And rummage the dark cole-hole of his brain; 
But not one nob is iti it^ do not doubt : 
All, long ago, (believe me),aW burnt out ! ^ 

Too plain I see him (jealous of thy name,) 
Try eVvy jockey-trick to pass thy fame: 
In vain ! tht fates against the Knight combine — 
Strive as he list, the glorious race is thine: 
To snap more snakes. Sir Joseph means, I know> 
And swallow alligators in Soho : 
More tadpoles down his cable gullet pour. 
And frogs, and butterflies, a meally show'r ; 
From hieroglyphics a neiu name he seeks, 
And tastes and pores on Babylonian Bricks: 
Still, with his Squire, the Knight in fancy sees; 
Fame in his blankets — lobsters lodg'd in fleas: 
^nd swearing that in future nought sliall foil 'em. 
Has ordered honest Jonas to reboil 'em. 

Unrivaird Rumford, ere t close my song, 
Hear, hear an oracle from Peter's tongue : 
Great scholarship with ivisdom link*d are rare ; 
Yet these unite in thee, I do declare — 
For scholars seldom are the most discerning: 
'Tis true, each Puiscian swallows loads of learning; 
Yet a poor moth, (that paper idolizer) 
Devouring wit, but not a whit the wiser, 

MENTAL Dinners. — " In order that the Proprietors and Subscri* 
hers may be enabled to judge, trora acliial experiment, of the merit 
of any new method of Cooking, or of any new dish that may be 
proposed, -a DiJi'iig-'Rootn has been built, und will soon be ready for 
use, at I lie house of the Institution, in which the Managers will oc- 
casionally order Jirperimevtal Dinners, to which the Proprietors and 
Subscribers will be invited, in as far as the accommodation will ad* 
mit : the ex pence of such dinners to be defrayed by those who par- 
take of them." 

Still wit'i hit Squire.] — Honest Jon 4s Dryander, the sine quo 
lion of Sir Joseph. 

O, since 
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O since, from every corner of our Isle, 
Books court thy hand to gain thy gracious smile; 
Regard my offer, nor the trifle slight; ^ 

Receive a Poet's solitary mite;^ 
A little incense to embalm thy shrine ; 
A Life exceedingly resembling thine; 
The HISTORY of that Hero with a hunch — 
The laughable, the immortal Mister Punch.. 
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